
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 




Himinii 

600071 964X 



r^ 



LIFE SKETCHES, 



ECHOES IROM THE VALLEY. 



* He that scratinixeth trifles hath a store of pleasure to his hand.** 

Tupper. 



MAEIANNE FAENINGHAM. 



« CHRISTIAN WORLD" OFFICE, 81, PATERNOSTER ROW- 
OB. .aOHXH.AWHO^KSSCO^,o,^, KOTCUTT,^"'' ' 

1861. 



LOKSOir : 
TjaTsrrsD by geaham Ain> lowe, 2a, u'lsak's buildings, 

NSW STB2ET SQITASB. 




PREFACE. 



Meee Wayside Wobds are these short sketches, 
dropping upon the wide pathway where thousands 
will pass them by. They have been culled like 
>wrild flowers from the hedgerows along life's journey, 
and now, twined tc^ether, are respectfully offered 
to the passer-by. There may be a few nettles 
among them, but most are simple blossoms bearing 
the perfume of Christian love, and brightened by 
the light of hope and peace. 

If they lead the thoughts of their purchasers to 
Him from whom springeth "the golden harvest 
that followeth the flowering of thought," Su shall 
be the praise. 

MAKIANNE FAENTNTGHAM- 

KoBTHAMPTOSTy December, 1861. 



CONTENTS. 









PAOB 


Life ....... I 


Life at Home 








3 


Life in the Sanctuary- 








9 


Life in the Street 








11 


Life in the Prison 








14 










15 


Life in the Parlour 








17 


Life in the Kitchen 








18 


Life in the Cellars 








19 


Business Life 








21 


Pleasure Life 








22 


Life in the Sick Eoom . 








23 


Life at its Close . 








25 


A New Leaf 








26 


Shade and Sunshine 








27 


Love Everywhere 








28 


Our Rights 








29 


The Tongue and its Failings 








30 


Excelsior . 








32 


Forgive and Forget 








33 


Sympathize 








35 


A Merry Christmas 








37 


Only .... 








38 


To Save Time 








39 


Britons never shall be Slaves . 








41 


A Happy New Year 








42 


I Forgot .... 








43 


What are You Doing? . 








45 


Birthdays .... 








Beliyer us from Evil • • 











No Stops Backward 

Be Hwift to Hear, Slmr to Speak 

Ko Harm . 

A Cup of Tea 

Cheerily, Cheerily 

No Counterfeit 

Discouragements . 

Don't Forget 

Things Hoped For 

Eyes and No Eyes 

Little Things 

Not a Minute to Spare 

Drudgery . 

Good Night 

At Rest . 

Tomorrow . 

Whatever is, is Best 

What is Life ? . 

Our Common Joj'^s 

Finished . 

Going Home 

Spring is Coming 

Be Meny . 

The Universal Privilege 

No Influence 

Our Father 

By the Sea Side . 

Miserable . 

Bear it 

Impossible . 

Love One Another 

It's No Use Trying 

And Forbid Them Not 

Winter is Coming . 

The Happy Past . 



PAOB 

49 
50 
51 
53 
54 
66 
57 
59 
61 
62 
64 
65 
67 
68 
70 
71 
73 
74 
76 
77 
78 
79 
81 
82 
84 
85 
86 
87 
88 
89 
91 
92 
93 
93 
98 



OOM'JBWIS. 









PAGX 


No TJso Complaining .... 


99 


Visit the Cemetery 






101 


Eeady? .... 






102 


Unseen .... 






103 


Incomplete 






104 


The Rich and the Poor Meet Togethe 


r 




105 


As We Forgive . 






106 


Cared For . . . 






107 


Vacant Places 






108 


All Gtone 






109 


Eestless .... 






111 


Pray for Them . 






HI 


The Penalty 






113 


Hidden Things . 






114 


Safe and Happy . 






115 


How and Where ? 






116 


Better to Trust than to Hope . 






117 


Bear Ye One Another's Burdens 






1.19 


Miserable Sinners 






120 


Snnheams 






121 


Shadows .... 






122 


Brighter Days 






123 


Hankerings 






124 


Where the Leaves Fall 






125 


Only One 






126 


Prevention is Better than Cure 






128 


But ... . 






129 


Laughed At . . . 






131 


Mrs. Ghrunter 






132 


This Wilderness 






133 


Female Employment 






134 


Don't You Remember? . 






135 


Up Again 






136 


Before The Worse Come to the Worst 




. 137 


When the Worst Comes to the Worst 






13° 



VIU C0NTKNT8. ' 








pA.ax 


Strength Enough . . . . .139 


Eailway Travelling 








UO 


To Live . 








142 


Sincerity is Strong 








143 


Time Enough Yet 








144 


Happiness 








147 


Worthy is the lismib . 








149 


No Time 








160 


Very Cold 








152 


Christians are Christ-like 








153 


My Own . 








164 


Very Weak 








165 


Let Bygones be Bygones 








156 


Our Trust 








158 


The Golden Rule 








159 


What WiU People Think? 








160 


Not Worth While 








161 


The Universal Prayer Meeting 








163 


Where is Jesus? 








165 


Quietly . 








167 


Behind the Scenes 








168 


Crimes 








170 


Disasters . 








172 


Advertise 








174 


Wanted . 








175 


Missing 








177 


Lost 








178 


Stolen . 








180 


Strayed . 








181 


Handsome Eeward 








182 


Found 


> 




182 


The Kestored . 








183 



LIFE SKETCHES, 
ECHOES FROM THE VALLEY. 



fife. 

What a mysterious thing it is ! With all our search- 
ing, who can find it out ? Men daily solve new pro- 
blems in science; they discover hidden springs of 
knowledge, and bring them to light ; they startle the 
old earth with their new inventions, and the world 
rings with the music of the mind's triumphal march- 
ing song. But life — can they tell us anything new 
about that ? Can they draw out its thread longer than 
the great Maker pleases ? Can they stay the hand of 
decay when once it touches its victims ? Can they call 
back the spark of life when it has once ascended to God 
who gave it ? 

What a glorious thing it is! How it sends the 
pulses flying within our frame ! How it mantles around 
the earnest brow, tingles in the ends of the busy fingers^ 
throbs in the sensitive heart, till the whole being is 
nervous with joy. Oh ! who can go abroad in the sun- 
lit day, his elastic limbs spuming the ground beneath, 
feeling that, amid the silence of nature, he alone is a 
being quickened by intelligence, nerved with pow«p, 
having might to see, and hear, and feel, and understand 
what is around him — ^who can do, and be all this, and 
not ihank God for life ? Ab! it is a glorious thing to 

B 
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live — ^to feel within us God's own breath animating us ! 
And though this same life bring many penalties, though 
sorrow and suffering follow in its train, yet who, having 
his reason entire, would part with it ? — who would not 
rather cling to it with tenacious grasp, never letting it 
go untn the fiat of the Eternal has gone forth ? 

What a solemn tlung it is ! Not a bauble to be toyed 
with, and cast aside — ^not an ornament that we may 
wear for the sake of admiration — ^not a worthless thing 
that we can carelessly wear out as soon as we please. 
Oh, no ! Life is a holy, solemn trust, to be tended and 
watched over, and by every means preserved — ^to be used 
sacredly, industriously, never abused. He who tries to 
crowd too much into a portion of it, and so wears it out 
ruthlessly, sins against his Maker, albeit he may fancy 
himself unselfishly doing good all the time. And 
certainly not less does he sin who wastes the precious 
loan, for great things may be accomplished, wonderfdl 
good done in life. Therefore, however pleasant it may 
be to live, it is not pleasure alone which we must seek. 
It must be consecrated to the service of the Giver of all 
good, so that when he comes to claim it we may not 
be like the slothful servant who buried his talent in 
the earth, but with those who were able to say, *'Lord, 
thou deUveredst unto me five talents, behold, I have 
gained beside them five talents more." May we be 
privileged to hear, "Well done, good and faiths 
servant." 

For what a fleeting thing our life is ! Here to-day, 
and to-morrow gone, never more to return. A breath, 
may sweep it away, with all its golden visions, and 
grand opportunities, and thrilling enjoyments. "Our 
life is but as a vapour." God help us to make best use 
of it while it lasts, and never to forget the eternal 
leyond. In our preparation for that, above all other 
tlungs, may we obey the injunction, " Whatsoever thy 
hand findeth to do, do it with thy might." 



fife at |oiE. 

Many a rhapsody has heemrntten on the inezhaufitiihle 
snbject of home, l^o wander I "W^eFe ^the tcaigue silent 
floi every other snbject, it oesM :Biirdy fbid something 
:fcD say on !this. JDdd the pen drag heayily on every 
xtthar theme, this fumiBhes matter for its rapid .flight. 
Amdf ixnHke many other subjocts, this is usnally as in- 
torestmg to the reader as the ^wrKter, for the yery name 
stdkes softly a ohord which thcflls and yihrates at the 
lighted; touch. 

iDiie at home! I^hot a pleasant, comfortahley 
homely existence it is I Conspany manners are l^own 
aS then, and the real chaaacter stands forth. It 
may be possible to deceiYe Mends and aoqnaintances, 
but we know it is no use to tty to mislead our brotheors, 
and sisters, and parents: don't they know better all the 
time ? Therefore, if we have any good in us, that is 
the place to test it, and as for the had — oh ! walls of 
our homes ! isn't it a good thing iixr most of us that yon 
haven't tongues to speak ? 

Home is dear to us, even though it have no other 
attractian than being simply our solitary dwelling^plaoe. 
The heart clings to aE familiar things, and the seat 
where we have sat, joid Idumght, and wept; the conch 
where our weazy head has lain through hours of dark- 
ness and 4xf pain ; the spot our knees have pressed, while 
our spirits agonized wi& Gt)d for some delaying bless- 
ing — ^all these become almost sacred to us in the course 
«f years. 

But if there are bright eyes to welcome us there, and 
warm hearts to care for us ; if we are prayed for at the 
household altar ; if, ere the good-night be spoken, loving 
arms enclasp us, and kindly lips bless us ; if in sickness 
wie are tended, in sorrow comforted, and even amid the 
cares and ansieties of daily life remembered and con- 
sidered; if we are necessary to some one's happiness; 
if we are loved [there ; oh, who thus privileged oan 



wonder that our sweetest thouglit of heaven is that it is 
home? 

The master of the house. You may tell him from 
a lodger any day. He carries his head erect, and his 
firm step — ^perhaps with a little bit of the arbitrary in 
its stamp — ^publicly proclaims that he feels himself of 
very considerable importance, that, in fact, the world 
wouldn't get on at aU well without him. And one little 
world certainly would not; for he is (or might be) 
the very sun and centre, the light, and joy, and warmth 
of the little, earnest, loving, loyal band at home. All 
day, perhaps, he is battling with difficulty. He goes 
about, and people are not particularly glad to see him, 
and he meets some people that he isn't glad to see. 
Losses, and disappointments, and vexations, all visit 
him in their turn, and at last his brow gets terribly 
wrinkled, and his lip rather curls, and his hair gets 
rough. Well, then, home he goes, and if he be a good, 
true-hearted man, and have earned the pleasure, nothing 
but welcomes await him there. His slippers and coat 
are ready, his comfortable chair stands invitingly 
vacant, and on the table are the cups and dishes he 
likes best. Everything tells him that he has been 
loved and remembered during his absence. IN'ow, it is 
to be hoped he doesn't go prying round to see if he 
can't discover some little thing which has been neglected, 
and finding that, begin to scold and frown, forget all 
that has been done, and make every one as miserable as 
he can. He would not pursue such a course of conduct, 
if he only knew how very undignified it is. But, if he 
come willing to be happy, and in his hearty, manly 
way to make others so ; if he remember that the little 
smiling lady who meets him at the door, holding up her 
lips pouting already for something, is perhaps a little 
tired too, having also had a few difficulties during what 
has seemed a very long day in his absence ; and if he 
take the trovible to recapitulate a courting scene or two, 
and afterwards fill the tea-pot without being asked, &c. 
" **., why, it may be mid-winter, but there will be 



sQnBhine — Clove's own brilliant, joyous Bunshine — in his 
home. And now lie can tell aU his stale jokes oyer 
again. Outside the house they would be pooh-poohed, 
but inside they are received with a genuine burst of 
merriment. And his opinions — ^well, the world doesn't 
think much of them; but at home they are so 
thoroughly believed and adopted that he feels quite a 
pleasure in speaking them. Altogether home is a very 
precious place, and he often feels and says, " There's 
no place Uke home .'*' 

WomarCs life at home. Surely that of aU others 
may be, and generally is, the happiest and holiest. 
True, it is a very busy one. She is required in half a 
dozen places at once ; her nimble feet have to run up 
stairs to see that the beds are properly turned and 
shaken, down again to see that the meat is put before 
the fire at the right time, and that the rice-pudding 
doesn't bum ; into this room to draw down the blind, 
so that the sun shouldn't spoil the fdmiture ; into the 
other to mend and air the shirts, for '' husband takes 
cold so soon, and he's very particular about his food;" 
and you can see by the tender smile upon her lips that 
she loves him none the less for that. Drudgery ? She 
doesn't believe in it, if she be a true woman. She may 
get weary, and vexed, and aU that ; but she does it for 
her dear ones, and every act is a love-token. Then 
she has higher and yet more congenial work to do. 
There are head-aches and heart-aches to cure; and 
her cool, tender hand is ever ready. There are disap- 
pointments, cares, and fears to be coaxed away ; gentle 
words of advice, caution, and admonition to be spoken ; 
cheering sentences of hope to be whispered. And 
sometimes, when the smiter's hand has fallen heavily, 
and the strong frame of her husband well-nigh sinks 
beneath it, then her fragile arms are thrown around hirn 
to support, then is she stronger, even than he, to suffer 
and endure. And when he can only groan in despair, 
her voice arises to the throne of the Eternal Father in 
passionate pleading, importunate and prevailing as his 
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who once said, ^^ I will not let thee go except thou 
hhss me^ 

If she be a mother, still higher, nobler is her mission, 
ilf to her weak hands is enlanisted the task of rearing 
the yoimg immortals, for service here, and glory here- 
after ; if &e gem be giyen to her to polish which shall 
one day sparkle in the crown of the Saviour, let her 
walk softly, for angels might envy her high vocatioii, 
and the Almighty looks to see how she is nursing the 
child for him. Full to overflowing is that heart of 
lieiB, when the little prattling Hps first call her 
mother ; and in true devotion bows she her head when 
the little one prays for her. 

Yes, a happy, solemn life is that of the home-sheltered 
twoman. Afar off she hears the din of the great world 
without, but in her spirit there is a deep, t^der peace. 
She envies not those of her sex who seek their hap^ 
piness in fame or so-caUed pleasure. With clasped 
hands, and full eyes, she thanks the good Shepherd who 
has led her into such green pastures. And when any 
talk'of the "equality of the sex," '* woman's rights," 
and all the other absurdities, her thoughts are some- 
thing like these excellent lines-— 

'' The rights of woman ! What are they ? 
The right to labour and to pray ; 
The right to succour in distress, 
The right, when others curse, to bless:; 
The right to lead the soul to God, 
Along the path the Saviour trod." 

The son's life at home. He cannot always understand 
what a bower of love and safety and happiness his home 
is, or may be. Perchance he is spending his days in 
acquiring the information necessary for his future well- 
being and independence ; then his evenings find him 
sometimes too willing again to leave home, and seek en- 
joyment elsewhere. Yet if he knew how much he is loved 
there, how eagerly his return is expected, how proud of 
him his i&other and sistezs ore, he would often remain 



-with them. It may be his young spirit is ambitious ; 
he intends to carve out for hiiinself a brilliant career ; he 
wishes to get a great and good name in society, to raiae 
himself in the social scale. Well, and none will so folly 
appreciate his success, none so tenderly sympathize in 
his disappointments, none so faithMly love on, whatever 
shall betide, as that little home-circle. So, if he have a 
heart good and true, he will never entirely neglect that, 
though much attractive society should solicit his atten- 
tion elsewhere. ISTeither will his courtesies and lov- 
ing attentions be scarce, for no young man can become a 
real gentleman who is not polite at home. Pure poHah 
can never characterise a person's manners abroad, if at 
his own fireside he allow himself to be ungentie aad 
coarse. If we might whisper a word to the son at home, 
it woidd be, listen to what your father and mother say 
above all others. Flattery and insincerity have many 
who are seemingly your friends ; but they have no wish 
but for your welfare, no desire but for your happiness. 
Above all, con over the impo(rtant lessons centred in 
the words of Israel's King : "And thou, Solomon my 
son, know thou the God of thy father, and serve him with 
a perfect heart, and with a willing mind : for the Loord 
searcheth all hearts, aad understandeth all the imaginar 
tions of the thoughtis. If thou seek him, he will be found 
of thee ; but if thou forsake him, he will cast thee ofi^for 
ever." 

The daughter's life at home. Many a dream, gorge- 
ous and beautiful, finds its lodging^plaoe in the maiden's 
mind. When childhood's days are past ; when its games 
and pleasures are laid aside as too meagre for growing 
wants; when a new life dawns upon the wondering 
mind ; when unthought-of feelings and susceptibititieB 
awaken within the aroused heart — ^it is a very happy, 
but a very dangerous time. Happy, because life has an 
entirely novel unfolding. Everything seems changed ; 
the skies seem bluer, the greensward brighter. The 
kindling eyes see beauty everywhere ; a warm colour 
pervades everything; tilie way is fiower-oledi oad 
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thought seems to have had a new birth. Dangerous 
from the very intensity of its spell. The heart, begin- 
ning to hunger, feeds itself on dreams, looks toward the 
ftiture with hopeful anticipations, too often neglecting 
the present. Happy, indeed, is the girl who has a lov- 
ing mother over watching her now, to whom in loving con- 
fidence she can tell all, and be wisely directed in every 
choice, shielded from temptation, and helped to discern 
between good and evil. Thrice happy if, her young heart 
expanding to love, she has learnt to love the Saviour, 
and, stretching out the hand of faith, is willing to be 
guided wherever ?ie may lead. 

life will have new joys, the heart new ties ; yet never 
should they be permitted to usurp the place of the old 
ones. It is a bad thing when young ladies get the idea 
that they are not understood or appreciated at home. Can 
they not make themselves both, if they will persever- 
ingly try ? It is often a very difficult thing. Many a 
young heart, striving with its sins and temptations, 
struggling to root out whatever is disagreeable, or self- 
ish, or wrong, has been stung to the quick by hasty, bitter 
words of reproach unmerited ; and good resolutions are 
thus too frequently nipped in the very bud. Yet — Clean- 
ing on the Strong for strength— patience, self-denial, 
kindliness must surely some time meet their reward. !N'ot 
in vain is all the silent suffering connected therewith. 
One Eye, never indifferent or cold, watches ; and that 
heart of Infinite Love has ever a blessing ready. Young 
ladies, never give up in despair. You have seen that 
you possess power to inspire love elsewhere ; never rest 
until every member of your household has learnt to love 
joufor what you really a/re. And, remember — " Favour 
18 deceitful, and beauty is vain ; but a woman that feareth 
the Lord she shall be praised." 

lAfe at horns ! It may be very happy, but we must 
all strive to make it so. There must be no carelessness, 
no presuming. Where all rights are equal, our own 
must not be asserted too imperatively. We may lilce 
the cosiest comer, the easiest chair, the most interesting 
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book, but it will do U8 good to give them all up to 
another. 

^Neither must we be hasty or harsh, though no 
strangers can see us. Where all our little peculiarities 
stand forth so prominently, there is constant need that 
we should "bear and forbear." Very trying to our 
patience are some traits in the characters of those beside 
us, perhaps ; but certainly we have some equally trying 
to them. We so often forget to study ourselves and our 
faults, and look only to others. A habit of self-exami- 
nation wiU tend to turn the tide of severity upon our- 
selves, of leniency toward others. It seems as if the 
demon of anger were twice as strong at home ; besides, 
all our weak points are so well known there. And isn't 
it hard, when we think we have been doing something 
extraordinary, to hear a laugh of derision ? Of course 
it is, but when, at the bottom of all, we are pretty sure 
of some good, honest affection, we may well strive to 
bear it with a good grace. 

Life at home can be really happy only when sancti- 
fied by the blessing of our Father in heaven. Therefore 
let us ever have a family altar erected to him ; let ub 
pray in joy and in sorrow, in wealth or poverty, sick- 
ness or health, that his smilo be the portion of the dear 
ones who live with us at home. So shall our life be a 
foretaste of that better and holier one, when, in our 
Father's house above, we shall meet to part no more. 
May there be no vacant places there ! There may we 
dwell together in tmbroken families ! 



fife m i\t Sanrtuarj. 

What a tranquil, sacred part of our life is that which 
is passed in the courts of the Lord ! Hallowed places 
are they, where the still small voice whispers its loving 
messages to the tempest-tossed spirit; wells in the 
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lesert, "wiiere the thirsty lips may dxink cooiing 
draughts of the water of life; tahemacles in the 
wilderness, where homefiick pilgrims may gather, and 
hear glad tidings of the promised land. 

Tired with t£e six days' labour, worn ont with the 
Week's cares, the rust of sin npon our liearts, and tears 
of weariness in onr eyes, how sweet to go where Jesus 
is, and feel his hand of lore Boothing and supporting, 
and giving the weary rest ! 

BeautiM are the songs of Zion in which we may join, 
sending up our thoughts with our vcnces, to unite with 
the praises of angels. Bright stones of Ebenezer our 
glad hearts erect, for past mercies, and most for the 
present one, the joy of calling upon the name of the 
Lco^. Solemn are the moments when tlie great con- 
gregation, with bowed heads and reverent hearts, sends 
^e united prayer up to the great Giver of all good, be- 
seeching that the world-tied wings of the soul may be 
enabled to mount beyond the vexing trifles of the day, 
and get a glimpse of the bett^ land. And what deep 
peace floats into the spirit ! How easy it then seems to 
leave all events to our loving Friend ! How gladly we 
arise, and list^i to ^* hear what God the Lord shall 
«ty " by the mouth of his servant ! 

"Good tidings of great joy." "Words of refreshing 
and strength, sends the Ma^er to cheer his way-wOTn 
servants in their toilsome march — words that the hearts 
shall feed upon amid the coming dearth, and grow 
thereby. All through the busy, bustling week, we have 
only had snatches of the promises, — ^hasty glances into 
the loving face of of the Eedeemer ; but now we can sit 
and enjoy the good things spread before us to our hearts' 
grateful content. And brighter shall be the coming 
week for the clear shining of this day. More Hghtly 
will its cares sit upon us, because of the heavier burden 
which we have caist from our weary shoulders, at the 
foot of the cross. More rapidly will our feet run the 
carward journey, now that they have rested awhile. 
Truly it is a good thing to live in the sanctuary. 
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Then come, little child, -with tilie moxning dew yet 
upon thy bright looks, join with the worahippers, and 
see if tiiere he a message for thee, from the Saviour. 
How tenderly he loyes the children ! and here, wheire 
he meets with them, sweet are the lessons thou may'st 
learn of him. And though the preacher's words may 
sometimes sound far above thy head where thou canst 
not comprehend them, yet may be an ai^l is commia* 
sioned with a word to tiiee. 

And come, thou of gentle brow and loving heart, 
yearning for a blessing for thy loved ones. Here is one 
waiting for thee. Bring thy cares and sorrows, and 
ask fbr the sympathy of Jesus, and it shall never be 
denied. 

And strong man, bearing with &rm yet proudly ereot 
the heat and burden of the day, come and fDrget the 
anxieties of thy life, and ^' seek first the kingdom of God 
and his righteousness." 

Come ti^ou too, aged lingerer — and as earth &des 
before thy dimmed eyes, thou shalt see the King in hiii 
glory. 

Tea, let us all gather beneath the sacred dome of 
God's house, and may he abundantly bless, to us, our 
life in the sanctuary. 



fife itt t\t ^iitit. 

What a busy, bustling, active, eager existence is li£e 
in the street! An interesting study it is to walk 
through the crowd, scanning the fax^es and figures, and 
eatchmg fragments of c(»Lversation dropped by the 
passers. What a variety of fistces one sees! Dark 
scowling ones, from under whose shaggy brows ^ace 
fiesce-looking eyes, curling lips all ready to sneer, or per- 
haps blaspheme, from the possessors of which we in- 
stinctively shrink, careful to allow them a good piece of 
the pavement, rather than come even slightly in contact 
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with them. Others there are, to whom we are instinct- 
ively attracted. The countenance beaming with intel- 
ligence and amiability, the clear bright eyes glancing 
casually into ours, make us wish we were not strangers, 
make us desire a few kind words from the lips wreathed 
with kindliness. 

Some are too busy to notice us. Pushing impatiently 
through the crowd, passing rapidly onward with knit 
brow and eager eyes, we recognize the shrewd man of 
business. He is thinking of his speculations, of the 
market yalue of his goods, of the profits arising from 
his last undertaking. 

Kind, benevolent people too we meet, who never pass 
a beggar without relieving him, who run to pick up 
some little child who has fallen, and give him a bright 
new penny to cure his crying, who offer the shade of 
their umbrellas when a shower comes on. K you ever 
want to know the direction to some place, if you have 
any street inquiries to make, pick out these persons from 
the crowd. 

Some happy-looking faces there are ; smiles lighting 
up the eyes that look out beyond the crowd and shops 
and equipages, into some bright little parlour where their 
loved ones gather ; who walk along the street musing 
upon Grod's blessings, thankful that their lines have 
fallen in pleasant places. And a right joyous sight it is 
to see persons look so happy. For oh ! how many sad 
ones we see ! Pale brows upon which pain hangs, dark 
eyes weary of their tears and watching, listless arms, bent 
bodies, sorrowful hearts dragging on a mournful exist- 
ence. Ay, there is sorrow enough in the world ! Some 
whom we pass carelessly in the street go to their darkened 
homes, from which perchance the only joy has been 
gathered, who have dropped their hot tears on the dust 
covering their loved ones. Some have no home at all to 
go to — ^who must keep " moving on," when their limbs 
are tired and their eyes heavy, and at last seek a shelter 
on some doorstep or in some dark hole, for the shelter of 
which their last penny has to be paid. 
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"Not is sorrow confined to the poor. Many an acbing 
heart beats beneath a yaluable gold chain. Many a rich 
man has a skeleton in his house. Many a high-born lady 
covers her grief with flimsy smiles. The rich dresses 
that sweep across the broad payement often cover 
afflicted bodies, and minds iU at ease ; and the wealthy 
inhabitant of tiie costly carriage may be (Gtod pity him) 
destitute of ^'the hope that maketh not ashamed," not 
having '^ laid up treasure in heaven, where neither moth 
nor rust doth corrupt, nor thieves break through nor 
steal." 

Ah ! we may learn one lesson £rom our street life. 
Idttle need have we to envy any who pass us, and seem 
to be more highly favoured than we. Generally it is only 
seeming. Life's balances are more evenly held than we 
at all times think. Pretty equally divided are our 
pleasures and our pains. A loving Father's hand metes 
out our portion ; let us trust and love on. 

We cannot walk far through the street without being 
struck at the amazing proo& upreared on every hand of 
man's skill and ingenuity. What wonders every shop 
window discloses ! What consummate art may be seen 
in things large and small ! What clever brains, what 
skilful fingers must have been employed on the article 
which we for a few pence may purchase! The 
thoughtful street- walker is likely to think less of himself 
and more of his fellows every day. And we should all 
encourage a kindly feeling toward the crowds who 
jostle us — thinking how every individual is a brother, 
a sister, having his loves and joys, his dislikes and griefs — 
living in a little world as much his own, to which he 
gives as much eager pursuit, which absorbs his whole 
life, even as ours does. !Not a scornful thought should 
we have: the beggar, the cripple, the dreamer, the 
homeless, all have their allotted sphere, their appointed 
end to answer. "God giveth them their meat in duo 
season;" "our Father" cares for them. Let us strive 
to say a kind word, to do a kind deed to our brothers 
and sisters in the street whenever we can. Lot us 
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remember to be courteonBi and tbonghtM for others* 
comfort ; and, abo^e all', emee words spoken in the crowed 
may be seeds which shall blossom in eternity, let us 
never say a word tha* could make more sinM, more 
wretched^ life in the street. 



fm m. ttf psmi. 

"High walls and huge, the body may confine." 

Yes, they may indeed ;* and a wretched thing it mnsL 
be for creatures who love liberty, as the little birds of 
the air, to be shut in from light, and joy, and oftea 
hope. And the '^ unshackled mind '' wUl roam beyond 
the iron bars to the green fields and blue skies, to com- 
panions and friends left behind, whose hearts have> 
perhaps received their deepest wounds from the incar- 
ceration of the prisoners. Oh, what a weary, weary 
time must be prison HfeF What long, dark days — 
what com&Trtless nights, when the demon of remozse. 
eats away the very life of its victim ! 

Yet, how hardened to it all do some of the captive» 
seem ! The viator to the gaol may see men — ^ay, and 
women too — on whose brows is no bluah of shame;, 
whose bold eyes look insolently at any who would talk 
to them: of their sin, who rather seem to exult in their 
disgrace. But oh ! what a terrible education must they 
have had before they came to this ; how often have Mi 
every man's hand against them, theirs against every 
man's; how seldom, perhaps never, have heard those 
blessed words of the holy, but pitiful Saviour, " iNTeither 
do I Gondemai thee ; go, and sin no nuare." 

But the first visit to the prison must be the worst. 
"When a person, young perhaps, having had good 
instructions, respectable parents, and an inward desire to 
do well, has fallen beneath the strong temptation, been 
discovered, and sentenced to imprisonment for the first 
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iame, oh, what words can paiat the terrible afigcdsh 
that wrings his heart? Heneeforth, with stained 
«baraetCT he must tread his weary, lonely way tixrovgh 
iAkQ cold, pitiless world ; worn out by ihe thought (too 
trae) that no one will trust him in &Ltnre, that his eyery 
jnoyement wiU be suspected and watched, that he will 
be frowned out of society, and driyen to find companions 
in ifeose who will only drag him farther into crime. 

(Hi, how much misery and sin might we prevent if 
we eould but pity, and forgiye, and help as Jesus does ! 

By a downward course of sm, and hatred, and reck- 
lessness comes the murderer's climax. In his cell what 
fearful lessons are taught ! To think of that heart dyed 
in sin, stained witii his brother's blood, being once an 
innocent, bounding, childish one ! How it must haye 
harboured iH thoughts, letting eyiL passions haye their 
TLnrestrained sway, until, in a moment of fearful wrath, 
his hand committed the deed, from which, the next 
moment, the spirit shrank back in affiight and terror! 

Need enough is there for all of us, haying the seeds 
of the same sins, eyen in our hearts, to pray, " Lead us 
not into temptation, but deHyer us from ey^." 



fife itt i|« f ttuatk %ii^]m. 

Let us bless God for our reason. What terrible 
'Wrecks are here, of braye yessels that once sailed lightiy 
and beautifully oyer the sea of thought, but at last got 
shattered upon one of the dangerous rocks ! 

What a motiey group ! Here is a poor woman whoso 
husband and littie ones weep bitter tears for her in their 
little dark^ied cottage home. But she is happy enough. 
iShe thinks she is the Queen, and that bit of finery on. 
her poor head, her crown. How graciously she speaks 
to us ! How ludicrous, and yet how yery, yery sad is all 
she says and does ! Liying in a little kingdom whioh 
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iier imaginatioii peoples, little knows she of the teirible 
calamity that has befallen her. 

ffhere is a poor man who *' waats to know what he's 
locked up there for. He's well enough, and strong 
enough, and he won't stay any longer. His wife wants 
him, and he will go to her. He'll fight his way out, 
and none shall hinder him." Then tibere's a poor girl 
who is continually expecting her sweetheart, * ^ Charley 
will be here to-night, so I must put on my best dress and 
wear my hair as he likes to see it." Poor creature! 
How sad to have had life's cup of joy dashed from her 
very lips ! 

Yonder is one of " God's singers." His poems, soft 
and sweet as the lake's summer murmur, have delighted 
the ears, and cheered the hearts, of thousands. But a 
darkness has fallen upon his mind, a thick mist has shut 
out the light of reason, and his pleasant, easy working 
day seems closed ere noontide has come. Yet even here 
he will sometimes write his songs ; and they are ever <rf 
light and sunshine and liberty, in which the spirit, half 
conscious of the evil that has befallen it, sighs to be 
away among the sweet flowers and fragrant breezes. 

Life iQ some lunatic asylums is made as happy as, under 
the sad circumstances, it is possible to be. Wise heads 
and kind hearts meet in the committee rooms, willing 
to give their time and wealth to the amelioration of the 
inmates. Amusements and recreation are provided, and 
gentle exercise is taken. Occasionally a ball is held, 
and the dancers generally conduct themselves as well as 
ladies and gentlemen who claim to be considered quite 
sane do on similar occasions, and sometimes a gentle- 
man entertains them with a magic lantern, which greatly 
pleases them. Accident sometimes favours them, as in a 
case we heard of the other day. A fox, seeking to 
escape from its pursuers, ran into a yard adjoining an 
asylum, where some of the men were walking. In- 
stantly they ran in all directions, imtil, Eeynard being 
caught, they fastened him up, where he remains an ob- 
ject of great interest to them all, and a source of pride to 
those who succeeded in catching him. 
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Still, howeyer their podtioninay be ameliorated, what 
a very, yery ^ad and hamiliatmg poedtioii it is ! Let us 
neyer forget to thank God who continues our reason to 
ns yet! 



fife in % Iraljofttt. 

Grand piano-fortes, splendid chandeliers, heautifal 
wax flowers in exquisite yases, plenty of comfortable 
loungers, the last new book, and all the other etceteras. 
Ladies in the "yery height of fashion," gentlemen 
ditto, children ditto. A beyy of the *^ fair sex," near 
the wiadow, cosily chatting about their neighbours, tell- 
ing interesting tales of "family secrets," and wonder- 
ing "what the world will come to next,^^ A group of 
"lords of the creation" discussing politics, picking to 
pieces the last new speeches in the " House," and mak- 
ing yarious propositions for the weal of good old England^ 
which might benefit her, if she only knew of them. 

A yery comfortable, easy, cosy life do we spend in tho 
parlour. More pleasant by far than starting up and 
bracing oneself to go forth into the cold worlij. 
It is yastly agreeable to haye a shelter of comfort and 
refinement thrown around us, warding off the nido 
sounds of the outer world, as effectually as the shutters 
and curtain keep off the wind. 

But yery often parlour life is a somewhat ignorant 
one. "Ignorant! when of course the ladies and 
gentlemen there haye had first class educations, and aro 
conyersant with eyery new iuyention, when they road 
all the reyiews, and moye in the highest circles 1" Well, 
they may haye all this and yet be ignorant of Homn 
things. Ignorant of the world of poor which is livltm 
and struggling and sinning beside them. Ignorant, ol' 
the daily work to which at least a part of their ('nc^rnltm 
should be directed. Ignorant of, or indiffori^nt to Ui« 
fact, that yery soon the Master will come and ro(iulro tm 
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accoxuit of the stewardahif of the ieoi taleaxtB which he 
loaned to them. 

But there are manj parlours in our &youred isIaiieL 
home where this is not the case. Parlours where ito 
rich talk lovingly, pityingly, of the poor — something as 
Jesus would were he amongst them, where plans have 
been laid for healthful, pleasant-looking cottages, with, 
a good piece of land attached, in which the labourer 
may live, and pay only a nominal rent. Parlours, 
where schools for the poor have been founded, ragged 
schools discussed and aided, in which many a g^tle 
word has been spoken to some dispirited heart, which, 
laying itself out for public good, has been disappointed. 
Parlours, from which in the hard winter time munifi- 
cent orders for soup, and coals, and blankets have 
issued — ^from which have gone delicate ladies, with 
hands full of blessings to cheer many a poor wife in the 
day of her sorrow ; gentlemen with a well-filled purse 
to be emptied in purchasing necessities ; who " remem- 
ber the words of the Lord Jesus — how he said, " It is 
more blessed to give than to receive." May God's 
"blessing rest on all such parlours ! And may all who 
Kve in them, one day hear the cheering words, " Well 
done, good and faithftil servant !" 

More elevated, more pure, more usefal, more charit- 
able, more ChristKke, may parlour life everywhere 
become ! 



fife in t\t litt^wi. 



It depends very greatly upon the parlour what kind 
of life is lived in the kitchen. If there be kind words 
in difficulty, sympathy in sickness ; if the master and 
mistress know how to "make allowances;" if they are 
not too exacting; if they now and then take the trouble 
to look at the case from the servants' point of view; 
then generally there will be returned to them, devotion, 
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hxmefstj, affiectiaii. If thej maintaiii discipline, are fizm 
TvMle kind, bat do not overlook real hxlts^ never r&- 
proaeh ^t accidents, then are their dependents likely 
to be upright aaid conseientioTis toward them. 

Sad' tales we hear, of courae. * * Mary entertains her fol- 
lowers with hot suppers ; Ami takes whole basketfnUs' 
of provision home, and almost keeps the femily ; John 
help&himselfto cigars andpoeket-handkeichie^s." And 
John and Ann and Mary have eacll a tale to tell of un- 
kindnesS) harshness, and neglect. Perhaps some long 
winter evening, if each were to read certain chapters in 
the Epistles, some good might result. 

Tery comfortable is one kind of kitchen life, of whicfe 
many of us know a HttLOj where the large wood fire- 
throws out a great heat, and a bright light which is re- 
fleeted from shining rows upon the sideboards ; where littie 
feet trip lightly over the cocoa-nut matting, for fear of 
being caught in blind man's buff, or- a group of earnest 
faces peer into the burning logs, while one relates some 
wild, fiascinating tale, which would not be half so effect- 
ive outside, and by daylight. Ah ! many a brilliant 
though* has been bom in a kitchen. Many a young 
eanaest heart learnt its first holy lessons from lips which 
spoke softly by the fire-side. Many a good story well 
told in a large, old-fisbshioned kitchen, has been the germ 
of an honourable, useful life in after years. 

"Nor are the good old kitchen games to be reckoned of 
no use ; else why do we remember them with so much 
pleasure as bright spots in the long-left past ? Eecrea- 
tiicm is a good thing, so is enjoyment : let us have as 
much of both as we can get in every phase of kitchen 
life. 



fife m t\t mim. 

DvwTL away from the pure air, and sweet life-giving 
lighii, half hid in dirt and darkness and misery, sur^ 
roimded by bad smells and poisonous vapours, a baxe 
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Btone floor, broken windows, dilapidated doors — ^the 
utter absence of every comfort — ^no pleasure but drink 
and sleep. Such is the life, if life it can be called, which 
is dragged on by hundreds of our fellow-creatures. And 
all day, with shoeless feet and tattered garments, 
literally living in mud, exposed to wind or rain, with 
scarcely a crust to eat, a rag to wear, hustled and 
pushed, derided and scorned, hated and cursed — ^at night 
they steal away from it all and go home to sleep. 
Some ! Poor things, it is all the home they know — sdl 
they have to care for. It is where their children leani 
their first lessons — ^and terrible ones they are too ! — 
where they live day by day, where many of them will 
probably die. Of course they can't read, and have no 
wish to learn; there is barely light enough to see if they 
could* And their knowledge is chiefly picked up in the 
streets, and a very motley kind, not very desirable, it 
may be ; but it serves all their purposes. Cunning enough 
they are, and often brave and strong ; generally very 
kind to one another, but very suspicious of those above 
them, who would like to curiously spy into their habits. 

So whole lives are passed. And perhaps never in 
their course are they led to believe in Christian charity ; 
never see a friend with a helping half-crown in his hand, 
and on his lips words of peace for the sinner's Friend ! 
So they die in darkness as deep as that which broods 
over heathen lands, even though surrounded by so much 
Hght. 

A very difficult thing it is to do them good. They 
are tenacious of their rights as householders, and will 
have no intruders. It needs a very determined will, 
and a very patient spirit, that will not stay its efforts 
though driven back dozens of times. 

But now, as we write, some persons called Bible 
women are working their way into these dens of sorrow, 
and carrying the light of the Gospel even into the dark 
cellars. And some are rising from their depths of 
misery, and living new lives with happy prospects and 
grateM hearts, treading the path that leads to the 
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better land. Oh, what will heaven be to such as these ! 
After nothing but poyerty and sin and wretchedness, to 
live in the Holy City where is no more sorrow. Oh, 
cannot we do somethmg, by prayers, by donations, by 
visits, to lighten the weight of woe hanging over life in 
the cellars? 



%mms f i&. 

Something to do and the power to do it : these are 
two of life's greatest blessings. Nothing so miserable 
as a person living without an end or an object ; spend- 
ing jdl his days in trying to Idll time. If we would be 
hi^thy, happy, and wise, ours must be a hitstnes8 life. 
Up in tiie morning to find the day's duties mapped out 
for us ; engagements that demand immediate attention 
and will admit of no delay; a busy, bustling day, not 
a minute to spare : to bed at night tired, but with the 
satisfaction of having accomplished some good work, of 
being useful in the world's great vineyjurd of duly — 
these are the happy lives. 

Who are the persons we most respect? Those 
who have some business, littie room is there in our 
world for loiterers and cumberers. It is the useful 
who are needed, the useful who have a right to appro- 
priate the good things to themselves. And business 
life is ever useful. 

See yonder man, who rises early in the morning and 
keeps on till late at night. His face is animated, 
his eyes are bright and eager, his step firm and 
quick. A very necessary man he is to his customers. 
He doesn't write books for them, nor give them lectures, 
nor do anything for their mental improvement ; but he 
provides them with what is really essential for the con- 
tinuance of life. And such a business is good. 

Others there are who labour as hard, who keep on as 
persevenngly, but whose business it is to look afl^^ 
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day must come to each of us. We, too, must know 
the lagging blood, the dimming eyes, the enfeebled 
limbs, the racking pain. We, too, must toss about on 
the hard bed through the silent midnight hours, crying, 
'* Would God it were morning!" We, too, must pass 
the long, inactive day, sighing for ease aad rest, and 
groaning, " Would God it were evening !" 

Certainly it is one of our very greatest trials to be 
called away from the business and delights of life, and 
lie prostrate and helpless as an infant. And the strong 
will jfrequently rebels, too jfrequently has hard thoughts 
of the hand that has laid us there. A solemn thing it 
is to hang on a thread between life and death, not 
knowing which is to be our portion; to look around 
on the anxious, tear-bedewed faces of those who love us 
better than we ever thought, and hear their anguished 
cry, that the life we little knew was so precious to 
them may be spared ; and feel that perhaps their cries 
are in vain. Ah ! that perJiaps may bring terror to 
the heart on which the atoning blood has not been 
sprinkled. For death is a fearful mystery. 

But very precious are some lessons learnt on the sick- 
bed, if the Father teaches. Tenderly he takes us away 
from the cares and noise of the world ; draws the thick 
curtain of sickness around us, that we may have quiet 
to listen to him. And how tenderly he folds his arms 
of everlasting love around the smitten lamb ! And how 
precious, at such times, is the sympathy of the Saviour ! 
How sweet to be "the sick one whom Jesus loves!" 
Ah ! there is blessing in the smiter's hand ; let us cling 
to it in our sorrow. He will lighten the pain. He 
is the great Physician. Let us set ourselves humbly t^ 
learn what he will teach ; so, if it be his will, the sick 
one shall arise and sing praises, coming forth from the 
fire *' as gold seven times purified. '^ 
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lift at it5 Clflst 



Good words are these : — 

" Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed ; 
Teach me to die, that so I may 
With, jap behold the judgment day." 

Keed enough have we for teaching, for who of us can 
look forward to life's close without a shudder ? How 
tenaciously we cling to life — ^how we shrink from the 
idea that its end is near ! 

Yet it cannot be fax away, and every day hastens on 
its approach. Very soon the breath will ML, the heart 
grow still, " the spirit return to God who gave it." 

A joyfdl fact is this to the Christian ; for though he, 
too, loves life, and is bound to it by many ties, yet he 
can sing — 

^ One sweetly solemn thought comes to me o'er and o'er,— 
I am nearer heaven to-night than I ever have been before." 

And he rejoices because he is near the rest, and 
peace, and holiness for which he so long has sighed. 
He is going to gaze on the iace, which be has only yet 
seen as through a glass, darkly. Ko need to Hear has he; 
Jesus is the Eesuirection and the life, and amid the 
darkness of the valley he will not be alone, for holy 
arms shall enwrap him, a voice Divine eheer and 
sostain hi-m. 

Dear reader, how wHI life, at ito close, find yon? If 
you have no Redeemer to lig^bten the passage to the 
grave, seek him at onoe. 
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^ iito IM. 



Yes, dear readers, we are all about to turn over a new 
leaf of that strange, mysterious volume, our life's 
history. We shall soon have conned the last word on 
the old page, have read its beauties, and its dis- 
agreeables — ^have taken into our very hearts its lessons, 
whether of good or evil. And the influence gathered 
from them wiU remain with us through the next, and 
every succeeding chapter. "We have seen some things 
on the old leaf, that have made us smile in gladness, 
and some that have brought tears to our saddened 
eyes. Yet 'mid it all, our memories wiU surely testify 
that the whole has been very interesting, and, thanks to 
the Great Author of all good, very beneficial. 

And now the new lesJ — ^how bright and beautiful it 
looks! — ^no sin-stains, no tear-drops, dim its white 
surface. Ah, but what wiU be written thereon ? "What 
trembling fingers will inscribe in xmcertain characters ? 
It can be more beautiful in God's eye at its close than at 
its commencement — ^but will it? Shall firm, eager 
fingers cover the tablets with records of good deeds to aU 
aroimd — of honest, upright principles governing the 
praiseworthy action? Ah, and there will be secret 
writing there. The heart will have much to record of 
its inner life, which wiU stand out in blazing letters to 
the owner's eye, although others may not read. What 
will that be ? Will the stedfast spirit cleave close to the 
Saviour, and scorn the temptations of the Evil One? 
will honour, riches, pleasure remain willingly untasted, 
so that the water of life be drank earnestly ? Will there 
be sweet communion with the Holiest, and loving 
constant thoughts ever arising to him ? And will the 
new leaf record a growth in grace and in knowledge, and 
love ? God grant it. 

Dear readers, we have read and written together on 
the old leaf. May our intercourse be more Christ-like 
on the new, and may you all have a happy new year. 
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" I have liad my days of blessing, 
AH the joys of life possessing. 

Unnumbered they appear ; 
Then let ftdth and <patienoe oheer me. 
Now that triate galdier near me : 
^Wliere is life without a tear ?" 

How naturally they jGaUow each other! There is 
the soft and balmy air, the warm gloaming in the west, 
and the dim twilight. Then the deepening darkness, 
the sighing wind, the silence and gloom of night. A 
few hours more, and the blackness melts into grey, light 
steals softly up &om the east, and gjradually all nature 
awakes and rejoioes in the cloudless sxinshine of day. 

Just so it is in life ! There is a fading away of our 
sunshine too. We have grown weary, pevhops, for even 
Bunshine does weary; but it is veiy precious, and we love 
it so well that sadness creeps over our spirits as it passes. 
Joy is very brief. Its evenidde comes all too early for 
our pleasure-loYing hearts, but its feiding brings the 
oalm vesper hoax — ^the time for refleotion and prayec 
And by it we are calmed and sootibed and strengthened 
for the long dark night which fallows : for it assuredly 
will follow. Who has ever had a joyful day without ? 
That love which shed such radiance over our path, that 
everything which it touched was irradiated — that suc- 
fises which added its sparkle to the xuby cup — ^that 
comfort upon which our ease-loving limbs reclined — 
that prospect which flatteringly allured us on — ^have all 
passed. And we begin to tremble, feeling that these 
things are held by so sHght a tenure ; and the heart's 
cry is for something strong and unchanging to which 
we may cling amid the gathering blackness. And 
often we have to experience that such things have only 
*' paved the way" for greater trouble, for slowly we per- 
ceive the thick terrible night coming on. 
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Dear reader, is it so with thee now? Are the 
shadows of night looming in the distance ? Fear not. 
" Morning was ever the daughter of night." 

Sunshine must follow shade. The darker the night 
is, the brighter will day appear. Thou wilt have a 
short time to rest from joy, to commune with thy heart, 
to feel after Otod in the darkness, and having found him 
//or he is there) ^ to hide beneath the shadow of his 
wing " untQ the day dawn and the shadows flee away." 



Did you ever think what a vast amount of love there 
is in the world ?♦ We pass in our walks hundreds of 
houses. The doors are shut, and we cannot see in ; but 
if we could, if we were " intimate" with the inmates of 
each, we should be almost sure to find love there. A 
man passes us in the street. He is shabbily dressed ; 
perhaps his countenance is disagreeable, and his voice 
sullen. But, doubtless, there is some one, perhaps many, 
who love him — ay, love him as well as we are loved, or 
as well as we love the dearest one our hearts can claim. 
Yes, everybody is beloved, for love is everywhere. 

True, its fire bums dimly upon some hearths ; true, 
there are many who feel lonely ; but dark indeed would 
be a life devoid of love. No love ! oh, what a wilder- 
ness would this earth then be ! 

But love is everywhere. And why ? Because Qoi, 
is love. This is the happy song all creation with its ten 
thousand voices is singing. We live in a world of love ; 
we breathe the atmosphere of love ; the beauty on every- 
thing surrounding us is love. Love has caused the sweet, 
gurgling waters to roll at our feet. Love has spread 
over us the deep azure of the roof above our head. Love 
has strewn our way with flowers. Love has kindled a 
torch to light us on our sunny path toward that " land 
of love," where there is nothing but love. Love — in^ 
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finite love of 6od ! Oh, how unfathomable ! "We can 
only nnderstand it by our own human love. We know 
how dear are the precious ones God has given to our 
yearning hearts. But hu love ! We caa never know it 
until eternity teaches us. 

And if God so loves us, we ought also to love one an- 
other. We should be ready witibi the tone of affection, 
the word of kindness, the act of sympathy. The world 
is fall of hearts open to receive love, full of longings, 
and strivings, and yearnings, full sometimes of sadness 
and pain. 

** Ah, if we did our duty. 
It would \»fM of love," 



" IThere is nothing on earth so lowly, but duty giveth it import- 
ance; 

No station so degrading, but it is ennobled by obedience. 

Yea, break stones upon the highway, acknowledging the Lord 
in thy lot— 

^appy shalt thou be, and honourable, more than many children 
of the mighty." 

Tupper's " Proverbial FMlosophy^ 

Ah ! let us stand up for our rights ! ** Why should 
we be called the weaker sex f Why should we be politely 
requested solemnly to promise to love, honour, and obey ? 
Why may not we have a will of our own, and do as we 
like ? Why should we be expected to submit to the ' lords 
of creation ?* Why should we be always compared to the 
ivy, while they proudly take to themselves the title of 
oak ? Why shouldn't we be as independent and strong 
as are they?" 

Why? Because it is inexpressibly sweeter to 
submit than to rule ! Because, in our weakness, it is 
such pleasure to cling to something strong ! Because, 
it has pleased our Maker thus to create us ! 
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"Well! why isa't one man as good as anoth^ 
Whj flhoTild some Be xicli and some poor ? Some liie 
in carriages, and others walk ? Some do nothing, and 
•others work hard ? "Why should the lahoitrer not bass© 
the same privileges as the nobleman ? Why don^t we 
have our rights f* 

Ah ! we do ! There is a hand mighty End wise^ 
which directs iihe panarama of lii£&. It is hy him 
« kings reign, princes decree jnstioe." He has placed 
some on the Id^ heights of prosperity, and others in 
the lowly valleys of adversity. Aiid he, seeing Jthe end 
from the beginning, knows what is best. It is unwise 
as well as sinfrd to rebel againsb him. Besides, a 
brighter day is always dawning. People begin to adopt 
the sentiment — 

" The rank is but the guinea's stamp : 
The maiia the govd for a' that." 

It is the intellectual, the tailented, the honest, the 
Christian, to whom respect and veneration are now 
shown. If any man would make himself great in our 
country, he must first become good. He must learn to 
live and labour — not for himself — ^but his fellows, and 
he will seldom have occasion to call out for his 
''rights:' 



** A man that speaketh too little, and thinketh much and deeply, 
Oorrodeth his own heart-strings, and keepeth hack good from his 

fellows; 
A man that speaketh too nmch, and musethbut little, and lightly, 
Wasteth his mind in words, and is cotmted a fool among men.'' 
Twppet^s *'Froverbial TMlosophyT' 

A lecture was delivered on Wednesday evening on "The 
l?ongue and its T'fulings.*'— C%rwfoa» World. 

Oh, dear ! What a pity everybody couldn't hear it ! 
Por haven't we all tongues, and haven't they all 
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failings ? Aren't we always getting into trouble 
through the unruly behayiour of those unruly members ? 
Don't we blush and sigh and frown ? — don't we get 
cross and vexed and sad over their misdoings, every 
evening of our life ? Don't they work away when they 
ought to be quiet, and be quiet when they ought to 
work away ? Do they ever say the right thing at the 
right time, and in the right place ? Don't they pop out 
presuming sentences when they ought not to take any 
such liberty? Don't they lie still as possible when 
those are near to whom just such sentences would be 
agreeable ? Don't they rattle on at railroad pace when 
we've nothing worth hearing to say? And, if we 
have thoughts and ideas that might be interesting, 
aren't they sure to hesitate and stammer, and only half 
express them at last ? Aren't they constantly making 
one dissatisfied, and another offended? And haven't 
we been plunged into unending trouble and difficulty 
all through their mischief-making propensities ? 

Ah! "the tongue and its failings," indeed! It 
would take some time to enumerate them all. And if 
some one would only tell us how to control, and " make 
it what it ought to be " — why, talk about new inven- 
tions and pubHc benefactors — he woidd deserve a monu- 
ment of gold ! 

For only think of heart-burnings he would save, of 
the homes he would make bappy, the families he would 
bless, the contentions he would prevent, the breaches 
he would heal ! Truly, posterity would have reason to* 
" call him blessed." 

" The tongue and its failings !" Doubtless it will 
always have them while the fountain remains polluted. 
If " out of the abundanee of the heart the mouth vpeaketh^* 
and if ^^ the tongue can no man tame " — there is only One 
to whom it wiU be of use to apply. Let us be hi» 
scholars of wliom it was said, " Never man spake like 
this man /" 
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^ Go labour on ! 'tis not for nought ; 
All earthly loss is heayenly gain : 
Men heed thee not, men praise thee not ; 
The Master praises ! what are men? 

Toil on, toil on ! thou soon shalt find 

For labour rest, for exile home ; 
Soon shalt thou hear the Bridegroom's voice, 

The midnight peal—* Behold ! I come.' " 

"Who has not felt the force of Longfellow's beautiful 
spirit-rousing lines ? "Who, at the very mention of this 
expressive word, does not feel a power within urging 
him onward ? "Who does not often repeat to himself, 
as he climbs life's steep and rugged hOl-side — ^Excel- 
siOE ! And, brother and sister, let it ever be our watch- 
word. 

"But there are so many difficulties." True, the wings 
that would soar are earih-clipped ; the atmosphere is diill 
and heavy with the mist of sin, and the failing purpose, 
and the unsteady heart, the trembling limbs, and the 
dimmed eye, are not helps to progress. Yet let " higher 
and higher" be our talisman, and we must rise. 

" But I have tried so long and still failed." Yet, un- 
fold the listless hands, straighten the reposing limbs, let 
the spirit's fire kindle the eye, and once more betake 
thyself to the march, determined that with the help of 
the Mighty thou wilt succeed. 

"Higher and higher," child of heaven! Keep not 
thine eyes fixed on earth ; look above, at the simlit 
glories, and thither direct the efforts of thy mind. Bise 
higher and higher in the social scale. Be not contented 
idly to remain what thou hast ever been. Higher in 
knowledge. Fill the mind the Eternal gave thee with 
the Bublime truths He places around thee. Higher in 
character. Eise — ^thou art immortal ! Thou wert never 
made to grovel in the dust of earth. Be something that 
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others shall love, revere, and seek to imitate. Higher in 
usefulness. Win for thyself the blessiiig of Him that 
was ready to perish. Do something to assist in remov- 
ing the ponderous shutters which have hidden the bright 
light from our darkened world. Day is dawning : hasten 
its advance. Higher — ^yea, heavenward, too. This is 
not thy rest. Yonder tiie palm of victory, the harp of 
gold, the crown of immortality, are awaiting thee. R^ess 
toward them; have high thoughts, high feelings, high 
aims, high pursuits. Let thy constant watchword be 
'* Excelsior." 



Tes, ransom'd sinner ! wonld'st thou know. 

How often to forgive, 
How dearly to embrace thy foe. 

Look where thou hop'st to live : 

When thou hast told those isles of light, 

And fancied all beyond, 
Whatever owns, in depth or hcnght. 

Creation's wondrous bond : 

Then in their solemn pageant learn 

Sweet mercy's praise to see : 
Their Lord resigned them all, to earn 

The bliss of pardoning thee ! 

KebU. 

A word was spoken hastily, thoughtlessly. It threw 
a dark, dark shadow over a Mraidship of twelve yeare' 
standing. It was but one sentence. A hundred kind 
ones had been spoken, but they were forgotten, and this 
one cherished in the memory, till all the waters, gualx^ 
ing from the heart fountains, were bitter. How muek 
better to have forgiven and forgotten ! 

" He has deeply injured me," said a Christian; *« 1^^ 
has spoken words which will blacken my repatatioq^ 
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Ko wonder lie would not meet my eye to-night ; he 
knows I am able to retaliate, and expects I sliall do it. 
But then, how can I look upward to-night, and say^ 
* Forgive me my trespasses, as I also forgive them that 
trespass against me ?' " He rose, went to his brother, 
took the hesitating hand, smiled in the averted face. 
" We will be friends again— shall we ?'* Tears would 
come in the strong man's eyes. ** You have saved me,'* 
he said, " from much harm. With your confidence I 
should have lost one great inducement to a guarded 
life." 

" I am disappointed, Alice. The reconciliation could 
not have been sincere. You said you forgave me ; but 
I feel that you have not forgotten the unkindness." 
" I cannot banish it from my memory, though I do for- 
give." "Why not ? Is it impossible ? There is One- 
who says, ** Your sins and iniquities I will remember no 
more!" 

It has been said, " To err, is human ; to forgive, 
divine." And again, "Forgiveness is the odour of 
flowers when trampled upon." Oh ! let us think more 
of our own faults — ^less of our brother's — seek for God's, 
grace to enable us to " forgive and forget." 
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* Wherefore happy? Where's the kindred mind? 
Where the large soul which takes in human kind ? 
Yes ! 'tb the untold sorrows to explain. 
To mitigate the but suspected pain, 
TFhe rule of hohf sympathy to keep, 
Joy for the joyfUl, tears for them that weep : 
To these, the virtuous half their pleasures owe. 
Pleasures the selfish are not bom to knbw." 

" Sympathy 1 what hidden spell does the word contain to make 
it thrill through the very soul ? Wondrous power ! what would 
earth be without it ? How our hearts vibrate at the thought of 
those who have sympathized with us in our trials, who have felt 
for us in our necessities I"— S^muiay School CharacterisHcs^ 
Christian World. 

Ah! do they not? Who can read these emphatic 
words without corroborating them ? Whose spirit does 
not respond ? Sympathy is a blessed thing ; the sun- 
shine of earth ; the joy of life ; the reflection on human 
countenances of the glory which irradiates the face of 
the Eternal. Therefore sympathize! It is easy — 
natural to do so at times ; but not always. 

A gentleman, kind-hearted, benevolent upon the 
whole, comes home one evening tired and irritated. He 
strives in vain to banish from his mind the din of the 
factory, or the dry ledger; and the dull, heavy pain in 
his head is only varied by sharp lightning-like darts 
through the weary temples. He throws Imnself on a 
couch, longing for a littte quiet. At his feet is a fairy 
whose pretty, playful prattle is more than he knows 
how to bear. "You must try and be quiet, Katie 
dear," he says; "Papa is ill, and must not have a 
noise." Eor a minute the round, dimpled face is 
elongated, and the tiny foot goes slowly, softly over the 
carpet. But such is no more natural to her than for 
sunbeam to stay for ever in one place ; and so graduallv 
she begins to flit and dance jfrom comer to corner, li^ 
a veritable spiite, while her Mher lies there oan^t^ita. 
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lating himself on the martyr-like patience which enables^ 
him to put up with it at all. Presently he is half 
dosing, and a voice rouses him — joyous as if there were 
no such thing as pain. '* Look against the wall, papa ; 
IVe taught dolly to stand alone." Does he sympatiiize ? 
" Katie, how tiresome of you to tease so." Of course 
it is! Of course that light, buoyant, cloudless spirit 
ought to be softened and saddened in sympathy with 
his. He forgets that, difficult though it be, it were flax 
easier for hun to throw off pain and weariness, and 
sympathize with his child ! 

A party of young people, bright with enjoyment of 
the present, and hope for the future, are assembled in a 
very comfortable room. By the fireside sits a maiden 
lady — twenty, perhaps thirty, years older than any of 
them — gently, nay fondly stroking a fine cat. "Will 
they think for a moment how natural it is that that un- 
appreciated yearning heart should pour itself upon any 
object that will not misinterpret, and scorn it? Not 
they ! Probably they are thinking how they hate cats, 
and how they should like to laugh at her for loving 
them. It is so hard for them to sympathize ! 

Mr. and Mrs. Douglass were fond of each other, 
although their natures did not exactly harmonise. He 
could not understand her enthusiastic love for the 
beautiful. He knew not how it was that the soft 
strains of music brought tears into her eyes, nor why 
the quiet twilight hour so chastened her. And it was 
as difficult for her to comprehend how the planting of a 
tree or the fixing of a shelf could be matters of such 
importance to hirn. It is very difficult for natures so 
opposite to sympathize. But is it impossible ? 

There was One, at whose behest angels and archangels 
flew, who said, "Suffer little children to come unto 
me." In whose ears rang the Hosannas of the multi- 
tude — ^thc praises of myriads — who wept with the 
sorrowing sisters at Bethany. 

Ab! His was the sympathy I Oh, to lean on his 
bosom and imbibe his spirit ! 
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Yes, dear reader, heartily, earnestly, we wish you a 
very merry Christmas. Ay, and a ha^py one, too ! 
Merry greetings, merry laughter, merry carols, merry 
games, merry dinners, merry teas, merry everything ! 

Oh ! there will be beautiful sights — ^those cosy, com- 
fortable, warm firesides, with warm smiles, and warm 
hands, and warm hearts ! And bright, happy beings, 
young and old, gathering around with welcome in every 
tone, love in every glance ! 

"Welcome to Christmas ! Swell high the choral song ; 
rouse every instrument to music ; let each heart-throb 
be one of melody, and grateftd, happy joy. 

Por one day, at least, in the year, let the sunshine of 
gladness dispel the gloomy clouds of care, and forebod- 
ing, and sorrow. And let those English hearths be 
bright as you can make them. Speak nothing but kind 
words, look nothing but kind looks, think nothing but 
kind thoughts. 

" Peace on earth, good will toward man." Sing that 
song again, dear reader, and let there be peace in your 
own heart. Is there one for whom you have felt a dis- 
like? Exchange it for good- will. If there be one 
whom you have suspected or envied, banish the feeling, 
and let that warm human spirit of yours love all the 
brotherhood. Yes, let it be a day of reconciliation, 
kindliness, earnestness. Alas ! it cannot to some be a 
day of umuUted brightness. 

*' There is no fireside, howsoe'er defended. 
But has one vacant chair." 

You may think of those who loved to make your 
Christmas days happy who ''have entered into rest." 
Let not even this sadden you ; be happy as they would 
have you be ; think joyously of that gathering in a 
better home where there wfll be none missing. And 



for their sakes give to the needy, Hess the imblest, 
love the imloved. 

Dear reader; a merry Christmas, and may God bless 
you! 



" Peeble in its first beginning 
Is the germ of every life, 
And too often thoughtless sinning 
Guts it short, as with a knife." 

A pale young girl bent thoughtfully over a difficult 
lesson. A flash of pain across the contracted bow inter- 
rupted the study. And then there came a question that 
often comes to the orphan and Mendless, *' Why am I 
working so ? No one will be happier for my progress, 
no one loves" — ^A soft hand was laid gently on her 
shoulder; she looked up, and met the eyes of an in- 
structress. A smile of kindly interest beamed down 
upon her. ""Well, what of that? it was only a look." 
True, but it turned the whole current of her thoughts — 
gave a colouring to her whole future life — ^planted high 
resolves, noble aspirations, holy determinations. " What 
of it?" The world had one bright star the more — 
heaven one other aspirant. 

A young man halted between two opinions. Life's 
short day lay before him. He hesitated : " Should he 
make it a merry, or a sublime one ?" One who professed 
to be in the service of Jesus stood by. " I'll talk to 
him," he said. " Well, Mr. Longface, what's the matter?" 
asked his companion, laughing. '^ Well, it was only a 
laugh." True, but, like fiie early dew, away went the 
yearnings after goodness. That laugh gave h\m an im- 
petus in his march through the downward road. 

There is an earnest man struggling to attain something. 
He fails. Well, suppose you sneer, it is anh/ a sneer ! 
There is a lady of your acquaintance whom in public you 
flatter, in private envy ; — weU, drop a word or two to 



sully her pure fame. It is onk/ a word ! There is some 
one near you with sad &uce — ^pass him unnoticed, it is 
orU^ neglect ! 

True, but "with the measure you mete it shall be 
measured to you again." True, but great results spring 
from Uttle things ! Laughs, and sneers, and neglect are 
weds. Eternity will bring the jfirait. Kind words, 
gentle looks, loving attentions are also seeds. Oh, sow 
them ! And " the wilderness and the solitary place shall 
be glad for them, and the desert shall rejoice and blossom 
as file rose." 



'* If thou art worn and hard beset 
With sorrows, that thou wouldst forget, 
Go to the woods and hills ! No tears 
Dim the sweet look that Nature wears.'' 

No one could say that Mrs. Bustle was not a busy 
woman. See her when yon might, she was always in a 
hurry. No use to ask her to attend meetings or take a 
walk ; she would raise her working eyebrows in astonish- 
ment, and assure you that she '' hadn't time to waste in 
any such frivolous way." If any one felt the importance 
of that one talent time, surely e^ did. She would rise 
at four or five in the morning and work so hard as to tire 
herself before mid-day ; would call the servant up, and 
urge her so earnestly to " make haste," that floors were 
half scrubbed, and bread half toasted, and dishes half 
wiped ; and many a useful lesson of industry did she 
teach file little Bustles by driving them about so quickly 
that they tore frocks and pinafores in abundance. Oh ! 
what laudable efforts did she make '* to save time r 

^' I will not be a drone in the world's hive," said a 
young man ; '' I will aocamplish something in my life ;" 
and so he rose early and sci np late, and studied, and 
wrote, and painted, and talked^ — every boor focmd him 
hardat work; and the busy brain wa» allowed no ndax*- 



40 

tion, and so it began to reel and grow dizzy, and soon — 
very soon — ^they bore the body that had 

" Orown old in youth, and died ere middle age," 

to that place where all are compelled to rest "Ah!" 
said the physician, as he walked away from the gravei 
"he might have lived and laboured with us ten years 
longer had he not been so over-anxious " to save time." 

"There is so much to be done," say the employers; 
and so yoimg people are kept fourteen or eighteen hours 
a day, until iio yard stick moves slowly, and the tone 
loses its briskness, and the polite address is exchanged 
for an air of languor, or the fingers that ply the needle 
grow less nimble and more unsteady, and the eye be- 
comes dim, and an hour is required to accomplish the 
work that might once have been done in half-an-hour — 
and this is the way they " save time" 

" True," says the would-be philanthropist, "the people 
must have holidays, and as they can't spare the week 
days, the Crystal Palace, and the National Gallery, and 
the pleasure gardens must be open on Sundays, so that 
they can go and enjoy themselves — ^it will save time J* 
Ah ! it may be at the expense of Eternity ! 

Now, if we might take the liberty of giving a little 
advice to the readers, who are anxious to save time in 
the most profitable way, it would be — ^make it a part of 
every day's employment to get invigorated with the 
society of your fellows; to go forth into the forest shade, 
or by the river's side, and listen to the song of birds, 
gaze upon the azure sky, and the painted fiowers, and in- 
hale the sweet life-giving atmosphere that surrounds the 
heathfal hills. And let the Sabbaths be days of real 
rest ; go and lie by the still waters and in the green pas- 
tures of the Redeemer's love. Lave the weary brow and 
fainting heart in that " river, the streams whereof make 
glad the city of God" — so shall the morrow, with its 
clustering duties, find you refreshed and invigorated with 
tiie bright eye, and the clear brain, and the steady hand, 
rieady and able " to sa/ve time,'^ 
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iritims m'oet sfeall k ^Mw. 

He is the freeman, whom the truth makes free, 
And all are slaves besides ; there's not a chain 
That hellish foes, confederate for his harm, 
Can wind around him, but he casts it off 
With as much ease as Samson his green withs ! 

Cotpper* 

The free-bom Christian has no chains to prove. 
Or if a chain, the golden one of love ; 
Thought, word, and deed his liberty evince. 
His freedom is the freedom of a prince. 

Ibid. 

With what swelling chests and rolling voices do 
Englishmen delight to sing these words! Old and 
young, rich and poor, good and bad, alike love and 
sympathize with them. And no wonder, because you 
see they are so true. You don't catch John Bull's 
mighty spirit ever submitting to bondage, do you? 
You never see him calmly sitting over his glass of 
ale, or brandy-and- water, powerless to rise ! You never 
hear him say, when urged to leave off making his 
mouth a chimney-pot, that he "can't break off the 
habit !" You never met him walking about with tight 
boots, and several etceteras, because they were fashion- 
able ! You never saw him held firmly down by the 
iron hand of the slaveholder — Prejudice ! You never 
heard him shout, or sputter foolish, hasty, unmeaning 
sentences, because temper bade him ! You never catch 
him paying sixpence to be shaken over the stones, 
because indolence advised him not to walk ! Oh ! no ! 
" Britons never, never, never, never shall be slaves." 
And yet we wish (it may be superfluous), but wo do 
wish they were more emphatically free men ! 
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" Gome, let us anew 
Our journey pur&ue, 
Soil round with the year. 
And never stand still, 
Till the Master appear. 

Oh that each in the day 
Of his coming may say, 
I have fought my way through, 
I have finished the work 
Thou didst give me to do." 

How the good old-fashioned greeting is passed about 
amongst us ! How the children speak it to their parents^ 
parents to their children; shopkeepers to their cus- 
tomers, customers to the shopkeepers ; pastors to their 
people, people to their pastors ; friends to their Mends. 
Blifiiely flow the words that meet us at every turn, " A 
happy new year !" 

A happy new year to you, yoimg ladies ! May the 
flowers of affection bloom around you — smiles and sun- 
shine be ever upon you. May the 365 days bring you 
an increase of joy. And of all the loving friends who 
wish you happiness at this season, may none be silent 
through death, or cold through change, or removed 
by distance when this year shall have passed. But, 
amid the tokens of affection that are lavished upon you, 
there is a voice asking for something in return — " Give 
me thy heart." What say you ? It will be a valuable 
new year's gift to the Holiest. It will bring peace 
and happiness to you. Oh ! lay it on that altar which 
sanctifles both the giver and the gift. 

A happy new year to you, young gentlemen ! May 
your hopes of success — ^your aspirings after eminence— 
your desires for elevation, be all realized. May nothing 
impede your progress upward, or dim the brightness 
of your course ! Yet stay one minute to listen to a 
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question that is earnestly asked, '' Wherewithal shall a 
young man cleanse his way ?" There is a book con- 
taining more usefcd knowledge than all the others yon 
can study. Make it your guide through life, and it 
wiU shine upon you here, and bring you at last to 
imjnartaUti/, 

A happy new year to you, merchant! May your 
efforts and speculations be all successful, and glorious 
commerce prosper in our land. But most of all, may 
you " lay up Measure in heaven, where neither moth 
nor rust doth corrupt, and where thieves do not break 
through and steal." 

A happy new year to you, Christian! May every 
day bring you nearer and nearer to your Saviour. May 
its trials be sanctified and lightened by his presence, 
who is the Healer of his people's woes. His peace — ^the 
peace that the world can neither give nor take away — 
be breathed upon weary head and aching heart ! And 
if this should be the last of earth, may it be the intro- 
duction to life everlasting, joy unutterable ! 



" Please, I quite foi^ot !" How many times in oup 
childhood have we made that excuse I Eor, oh, dear ! 
weren't we always forgetting ? Didn't wq forget to go 
softly up-stairs ? Di&'t we forget where we had put 
our thimble? Didn't we forget our grammar, and 
geography, and arithmetic? Didn't we forget most 
things that father, and mother, and teacher said to us ? 
Didn't we make sad havoc with messages, taking them 
to wrong persons, bringing incorrect answers, or some- 
times (by way of variety) omitting them altogether, and 
all because we " did/nH rem&mb&rP And when, in dis- 
may and fear at the gathering frown on the forehead, up 
to which we looked, we said hastily, " I quite forgot, 
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was not the reply almost sure to be, " "Well, but you 
should not forget"? 

And a very good reply too ; one which, now that we 
are "children of Ic^rger growth," is equally potent. Por, 
although had memories may be good excuses, they are, 
nevertheless, very had things, and possibly, like other 
bad things, curahle ; therefore, we ought to try to cure 
them. 

^^I forgot P^ But we very seldom forget things we 
really wish to remember. Our friends would look in- 
credulous if we were to tell them, " I forgot to go to 
your party." " I forgot to take home my present." " I 
forgot to read your letter." No, it is My we forget, 
not pleasure ; which is very reprehensible, for it should 
be a pleasure to remember our duty, 

" I forgot !" Ah ! many a dark sorrow has fallen upon 
sunny lives through that very thing ! Many a prospect 
has been blighted, many a fortune shaded, mauy a heart 
broken, through mere forgetfdlness. These lives of ours 
are so strangely woven, such momentous results may 
hang over the veriest trifle, that it is all too solemn a 
time for us to forget. 

Let us, therefore, cultivate good memories. Let us 
strive, however many subjects may occupy our attention, 
to keep our minds disengaged from themselves, so as to 
be able to fix them, not dreamily, but firmly and sensi- 
bly, upon present duty^ concentrating them there, until 
it is thoroughly executed, and we shall seldom have to 
avail ourselves of the poor excuse, *' I forgot." 

" Forgetfulness to-day brings many a sorrow, 
To cloud the brightness of a fair to-morrow;: 
Some small neglect, some needful word unspoken, 
Some careless ' I forgot* sad hearts have broken." 
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Hfeat m ^m |0iMS ? 



" Go to my vineyard !" Jesas saith ; 

" Be diUgeut ; night comes apace ; 
Life's twilight, and the shades of death, 

They dose thy scarce-acknowledged race ; 
Time's rapid stream is rolling, wave on wave — 
Thou can'st not serve me in the quiet grave.". 

^Ernma Jane WbrboUe. 

" What are you doing?" solenmly asked a minister 
at the Lord's table. And — "What are you doing?" 
we would echo both to you, dear reader, and ourselves. 
What are we doing, not for our own comfort and suc- 
cess, but for Jesus — ^for the promotion of his glory 
whose name we have taken — to forward that interest 
which should be our own ? 

What an incalculable amount of talent, influence, and 
power, lie in the Christian Church ! And yet how 
little, comparatively, is accomplished ! How is it ? It 
must be because many, with God's own gifts of mental 
capacity and physical strength, axe doing nothing in the 
great work-field. 

"What are you doing?" It might be nobly 
answered by some. We have read of great and good 
men and women, who, in a life of ordinary length, have 
accomplished such feats as surprise us. And, better 
still, we know some who are doing the same, on whom 
we look, not only with admiration, but wonder. They 
never seem to grow weary in well-doing. Duties 
•cluster around them — thick as mercies, and equally re- 
garded. Quietly, but thoroughly, one by one they are 
discharged, not one neglected, for each is received as 
from a Father's hand. It is impossible to be near such 
persons without benefit, for they are blessings to all 
Around. It is what they Hve for. All hail to thorn 
—blessed, and blessing workers ! God speed them--ap 
he surely will ! 
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But what are we doing ? Have we any right to be- 
idle while others work ? l^ay, for they cannot do our 
work. God apportions to each a share of the great 
labour, and it cannot be accomplished by proxy. "No 
one has a right to believe himself a Christian, unless- 
he is doing something for the common cause o£ 
Christianity. It is not necessary that one should do 
everything, but it is binding upon every one to do- 
something. We have all the privilege of choosing our 
department. If one be gifted with tiie easy suavity of 
manner, which enables hTm to visit cottage homes, and 
talk to the inmates of salvation, he is not to be blamed 
for refusing to teach iu the Sunday-school, so long a» 
he attends thoroughly to the sphere he prefers. But 
every member of tiie Christian Church should have a 
specific work, and should attend to it. And then, oh ! 
who can estimate the good that must result ! Then we- 
might, indeed, look for a revival, for surely " the desert 
would rejoice aud blossom as the rose." 

"What are we doing?" iN'othiug? NotUng far 
Jesus ? Ah, surely this is not our answer. Rather let 
us resolve that, out of love to him, — 

" Each mom shall see some task begun. 
Each evening see its dose." 



" My birthday of nature I've oftentimes kept, 
And rejoiced in the revels of youth ; 
Yet 'twas all but a dream, for I slumbered and slept,. 

Quite a stranger to God and his truth. 
But he pitied my soul ; I awoke from my sleep. 

And be saved me in infinite love : 
A new birthday my Saviour then taught me to keep, 
For again I was bom from above." 

Legh JRickmond. 

Happy times are our birthdays ! Such smiles and 
kiad wishes, such friendly greetings, such heart-warm 
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coiigratulations, and substantial tokens of affection come 
to lis then ! Everybody — at least, everybody that we 
care very mucb. about — seems so glad that we are spared 
another year, and we get in such a stock of love that 
we cannot help being happy. 

Grateful times are our birthdays! Every thought 
tshould be an Ebenezer raised to praise that ever-loving, 
never- wearying Friend, who " crowneth the year wiSi 
Ms goodness." " Hitherto the Lord hath helped us." 
!N"one but he could have done it, for dangers and diffi- 
culties have crowded into every day. Disease and death 
have lurked unseen in our path; but the assurance 
lias been given, "They shall not come nigh thee." 
And so hitherto life, and strength, and reason, have been 
continued, and how can we be otherwise than grateful ? 

Sorrowful times are our birthdays! Oh, through 
every passing year what sins have accumulated ! How 
liave we blackened the page of life's history with 
fiins of omission and commission ! And we sigh to 
think how many voices that used to warn us of them, 
and inspire us with hopes for the future, are now silent 
in the grave, whither we must soon follow ! And we 
-can but be sorrowful with such thoughts. 

Solemn times are our birthdays ! For part of the 
memorable day should be spent with God alone— ob- 
taining from him the strength for the future, and 
vowing to devote that strength more entirely to his 
flervice, so that if this be the last birthday on earth, our 
short remaining life may be the Saviour's. 



Some one has called this (in some beautiful lines on 
the subject) " the universal petition." And so in truth 
it is. Among the crowded congregations of the Sabbath 
there may be very few comparatively who really from 
their hearts desire some of the blessings for which the 
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minister, on their beliaJf, prays. There are many who* 
really care not for " saQctification, redemption, etema-. 
life." But there is probably not one but who would, if 
he thought of it, unite in tluB. 

'* Deliver us from evil," the xmiversal petition ! Ah 1 
did we not know that our lot is in the hands of an all- 
loving, all- wise Priend, we might wonder that it were- 
not oftener heard. Morning, noon, and night, from 
hundreds of pallid, quivering lips, and aching, shrink- 
ing hearts, arises a long wail, the import of which is, 
** Deliver us from evil." And yet the thunderbolts still 
fall ; the clouds still gather ; sickness, and sorrow, and 
despair darken the sl^ above us, and fill the very air 
with groans. Every day some battle has to be fought,. 
some hard-pressed warrior to stagger and fall, some roof- 
tree to be smitten, some hearth to become desolate* 
Even the happiest is not exempt. 

"Into each lot some rain must fall- 
Some days must be dark and dreary.'' 

How is it ? Can it be that the great AU-Eather dis- 
regards or does not hear the cry of his creatures ? Ah, 
no ! His ear is ever open, and so is his heart, and the 
feeblest among them cannot sigh in vain. But, then, he 
knows so much better than we what is the evil from 
which it is best for us to be delivered. Our trials, 
which we think evils, are often blessings. There are 
far greater evils than " sickness, famine, and the sword." 
The evil is sin. And our petitions to be delivered 
from that cannot be too frequent or too earnest. 

Eor the rest, we must be content to leave it in the 
hands of our best Eriend, convinced that, after commit- 
ting our way to him, ^^ whatever is, is hest.^^ There- 
fore, dear reader, when we pray " DeHver us from evil," 
let us be content to leave what kind of evil, and in what 
way the deliverance shall come, to our God and Eather.. 

"Not a single shaft can hitH 
Till the GK)d of love sees fit." 
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" Or rather help us, Lord, to choose the good. 

To pray for nought, to seek to none but thee ; 

Nor by our " daily bread," mean common food ; 

Nor say, ** from this world's evil, set us free :" 

Teach us to love, with Christ, our sole true bliss, 

Else, though in Christ's own words, we pray amiss." 

Kehle, 



f ff Steps ^UMt)!. 

This has been the motto of many a toiler up life's 
steep hill-side ! 

A boy adopted it, when he started, penniless and 
Mendless, on his untried way. Difficiilties were fresh 
every morning, and renewed every evening; but so 
were mercies, and he pressed on. No matter what 
trial or temptation came — ^no matter how strong the 
power attempting to push him back — ^the stem determi- 
nation of that yoimg spirit was stronger than them all ; 
and in every line of his face was the motto traced — 
" iVb steps backward J ^ And his future ? "We need not 
paint it, for who that has watehed such an one will 
question the result ? His life was like the sturdy oak. 
The wild winds blow around it, the pitiless tempest 
beats upon it ; but there it stands, high and majestic, 
and, in spite of all, the green leaves clothe it with 
beauty, and the birds make sweet melody in its 
branches. And so the boy weathered the tempests of 
life, growing higher and higher, until his Hfo was full 
of beauty and harmony. 

"No steps backward." Oh, if we, in our youth,, 
adopt it, what may we not become ? "What may we 
not accomplish ? For, since we cannot remain stationary 
and will not go backward, we must be ever ascending. 
And what happiness it would involve ! To feel, in our 
daUy retrospection, that we have taken no retrograding 
steps, either in morals, manners, intellect, or anything 
that makes up our life and character, must surely be a 
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very blessed feeling — one whicli we cannot always 
enjoy at present. 

"Ko steps backward" in religion! Ever to keep 
the freshness and pniity of our first love to the Saviour, 
nndimmed. To be as earnest in prayer, as fervent in 
love to others, as in the glow of our morning of 
Christianity, when the Snn of Eighteousness first shines 
upon our path. 

"ITo steps backward," but every one forward to 
glory and perfection, and holiness — onward to that 
blessed resting-place — ^the arms of Jesus, when we shall 
gaze upon his face, no parting veil between. 

"Bream not that the way is smooth, 
Hope not that the thorns are roses ; 

Torn no wishful eye of youth, 
Where the sunny beam reposes ; 

Thou hast sterner work to do. 

Hosts to cut thy passage through ; 

Close behind thee, gulfs are burnings 

Forward I there is no returning." 



ii ^toift to fm, ^toto to |J: 

How full of directions for our common every-day life 
is the Bible ! But oh, how these same directions, 
valuable though they be, are disregarded ! 

^^ Swift to hewrP "Well, we are certainly that, 
when the tidings contain anything we ought not to 
know. If some one is ready to tell ns something 
filightly approximating to scandal about a neighbour, 
whom we do not very much like, veiily we are swift to 
tear. Their " "What do you think I heard about Miss 
A.?" generally has an attentive ear. But "swift to 
hear" at all times, and respecting all things, we 
certainly axe not. Wouldn't we far rather taU: than 
listen any day? Can we possibly sit still and hear 
what others say any evening of our lives ? Aren't we 
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always wanting to propound our own opinion on any 
subject rather tiian listen to others ? '' Swift to hear /" 
Don't we eyen get tired of sermons if they are long ? 

Slow to gpeahf Who is? Certainly very few. 
There may be music in the rolling melody of the forest 
— ^harmony in the chorus of the birds; but the very 
best, sweetest music most of us know is — (dare we 
write it ?) the sound of our own voice. 

Ah! the love of that — ^how much trouble does it 
bring into this over-burdened world ! How many walk 
our streets with bowed heads, and leaden hearts, and 
furrowed brows, who might walk upright upon God's 
earth, but that cruel, thoughtless idle tongues have 
poisoned their lives! The eagerness to speak — ^not 
from real anxiety to injure others, but the pleasure of 
talking and being listened to — ^has broken many hearts, 
blighted many prospects, and ruined many a career. 

Ah, dear Mends, this precious gift of speech is one 
of our greatest talents. Let it not be thus worse than 
wasted. May its importance make us alow to speak. 

"Prom worldly strife, from mirth unblesti 
Browning tb^ musio in the breast, 
Prom foul reproach, firom thrilling fean, 
Presenre, good Lord, thy serv&nf s ears. 
Prom idle words, that restless throng 

And haunt our hearts when we would pray 
Prom pride's false chime and jarring wrong, 

Seal thou my lips, and guard the way." 



^0 farm. 



" Through evil, or through good report, 
Still keepmg by thy side ; 
By life or death, in tiiis poor flesh. 
Let Christ be magnified." 

" What harm is there in that !" This is an exclama- 
tion very often used, when it were better not- There 
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are little foibles — ^little sins, daily, hourly, committed 
under this cloak, looked over, neglected, as imimportant, 
when they are quite the reverse. 

"We begin in early childhood. Truth is not strictly 
adhered to — ^a deeper colouring is given to things thai, 
should be — small thefts are committed — games are 
played — and parents and teachers pass them by with, 
" "Well, never mind — ^what harm is there in that?" 

Then, in after life, good people even give way to a 
looseness of morals and behaviour not strictly becoming. 
They will sometimes joke, and smile, when it were 
better to be serious : will say and do things thought- 
lessly or lightly under the belief that there is no harm 
in it. 

And is there harm in the little piccadilloes that we 
all indulge in ? Yes, There is often real injury done 
to a good cause in this very way. "We who profess to 
be followers of Jesus too often, alas ! are not imitators 
of him. "We are not careful to stay and ask ourselves 
how he would have us act — ^what he would have us 
say. We forget that though there may be really no 
very great sin committed in a hasty act, we are told 
to ''avoid the very appeakance of eviV^ 

There is harm in everything that can possibly bring 
a slur upon the religion of our Master — ^that can make 
any one disbelieve in its sanctity, and purity, and truth, 
because of the inconsistencies of its professors. There 
must be either good or harm in everything. All that 
we say or do either increases or decreases our own ex- 
cellence, either hinders or promotes the cause of 
goodness. 

Let us remember this, and whenever we hesitate 
about anything that seems not very bad — ^let us ask 
ourselves — " What good is there in it ?" 
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$ 4CttJ JDf %tK. 



"Now stir the fire, and dose the shutters fast. 
Let fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round. 
And while the bubbling and loud hissing urn 
Throws up a steamy column, and the cups. 
That cheer, but not inebriate, wait on each. 
So let us welcome peaceM evening in." 

Cotoper. 

Who does not enjoy a cup of tea ? Wlien at least the 
chief part of the day's labour is over, and quiet eventide 
closes around us, and flesh and spirit are alike weary, 
how invigorating 

"The cups 
That cheer, but not inebriate !*' 

The numberless petty annoyances and difficulties we 
have met with are forgotten imder its genial influences. 
The day's accumulated bitterness melts away. The 
temper may have been soured, the patience sorely tried, 
the brain hardly worked ; but at the tea-table the brow 
clears, and the heart gets lighter — ^for many of our 
troubles evaporate in the steam from the fragrant cups. 
A good and useful thing is a cup of tea ! It deserves 
to be ranked not among our smallest blessings. Many 
an aspiration has been bom, many a resolutuni 
strengfiiened by it. We can persuade ourselves that 
after all we need not despair — ^that hope may be still 
•ours — that we can and will succeed — ^when a cup of tea 
has cheered us. No matter, then, how dark and gloomy 
the day has been. We learn to think more gently oC 
the friend who has seemed to Mi us — mfjve fhsmiMj 
of those who have tried to injure vs. Ifcaor a Bf^bfe 
thought of '' good will to maa " Ium ^aaiUA tnvk 'flkb 
Bofbening heart of ilie teardnnko', Mmuy « In^ 
thought, bearing the big^ 0(009 ^f^n'**, fc»<yw jaii>g i l 
an impetus firom tbe flome www, W^ *-^^ -^ ^Tpmc . 
but, doubtless, ^lalsadhr^fkii*, ^fn^h *''^*«'^ ""^^"^ 
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inventorSy and all good and great people have been 
patrons of the tea-cup. 

And what a very comfortable thing is the social cup 
of tea ! Don't the eyes get bright, and the cheeks rosy, 
and the lips friendly then? Witty sentences and 
happy thoughts may have been scarce before the intro- 
duction of the tray ; but a little while after, can^t we 
talk? Doesn't aU the news get retailed? Are not 
brilliant ideas brilliantly expressed then ? Haven't we 
opinions of our own, and good reasons for them, at 
once? Are we not on extraordinarily friendly terms 
with everybody, and especially ourselves, directly — 
willing to be aUured into every good work that solicits 
workers? And haven't we a great deal to say about 
our neighbours? — such interesting matter too, 
and such agreeable and attentive listeners! People 
wUl say that there is some scandal gossiped over the 
tea-cups ; but they must be very iU-disposed people ; 
for, of course it isn't true — ^at least, of us. 

Veil, long may the good old English cup of tea be 
ours to enjoy I May kind sentences and loving actions 
spring from its influences ! And may '' all malice, and 
all guile, and hypocrisies, and envies, and aU evil 
speaking/' be drowned in the tea-cup ! 



What a vast amount of happiness there is in the 
world ! Not that we are very willing to own it gene- 
rally. Of course there are many times when we can 
easily persuade ourselves that tmra is a very hard lot in- 
deed ! * * Doesn't it often rain when we want to go out ? 
Don't we often have the headache ? Don't people treat 
us as we think we ought not to be treated ? Haven't 
we to work very hard ? Don't we get wearied after 
every day's arduous duties ? Are we not miserable 
altogether?" 
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Ah! very plausible aU this! but, nevBrthelesB, 
cheerily, cheaSly goes the world, after all ! Look out 
of the window. Cheerily shines the son, gladdening all 
it can reach ! Cheerily blows the wind, maMng mnsic 
everywhere ! Cheerily fly the little birds, trilling their 
joyons song! CheerHy dance the children at their 
merry, merry games ! Cheerily on to their labour pass 
the sturdy sons of toil, whistling as they go ! There 
are mirth, and joy, and bnoyancy eyery where; fbr 
** cheerily, cheerily," is the world's most frequent song ! 

And cheerily, cheerily goes life with w! How 
blithely we arise in the morning, invigorated by a night's 
repose! How cheerfully and lovingly our hearts go 
forth toward the awakening beauty around us ! How 
strong we feel to meet coming difliculties ! How thank- 
fiilly our rested eyes turn to Him who " makes the 
morning and evening to refoice /" And cheerily passes 
the day! Of course there are some trials, but how 
many more joys ! How many times we are obliged to 
smile ! So many cheerfiil things are said to us, so much 
humour and pleasantry surroimd us, that we ourselves 
cannot help being light-hearted too. And it is strange 
how difficulties feide as we approach, and frowns clear 
away, and clouds disperse. And what a pleasure there 
is in the hearty performance of the duties around us ! 
And how swiftly the hours glide, seldom without some 
hope, or joy, or success ! Yes ! cheerily, cheerily passes 
the day. 

And then the evening — ^that calm, sweet, blessed 
time! How cheerily it goes when the day's toil is 
over, and we draw the curtains, and light the lamp, and 
press closer to the bright, cheerftil fire ; — ^when we can 
take a favourite book from the shelf, and refresh our- 
selves with the bright, beautifrd thoughts others have 
written for ns, or enjoy the elevating influences of 
music ; — ^when we are gratefully conscious that our pre- 
sence makes some one happier ; — ^when we meet kind 
glances, and hear affectionate interest in the tone, and 
feel tender care for us in the touch ; — ^when, a warm, 
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Bheltering love is around us, and it is such unutterable 
joy to live, that gushes of tenderness toward our pre- 
cious ones almost overflow the happy heart, rising in 
thankfulness for these the richest of His gifts, whose 
name is Love ! 

Yes ! cheerily, cheerily pass our lives away ; for, over 
and above all other joy is the snule of our Heavenly 
Father — ^the infinite love that so blesses our pathway. 
And surely our most suitable language is — '' The liae& 
are fallen unto me in pleasant places ; yea, I have a 
goodly heritage." 

" His blessings fall in plenteous showers 
Upon the lap of earth. 
That teems with foliage, fruit, and flowers. 
And rings with infant mirth. 

If God has made this world so fair. 

Where sin and death abound, 
How beautiful beyond compare. 

Will paradise be found !" 

James Montgomery* 



"A rough diamond is better than the polished paste." 

Martin Iktpper. 

We detest counterfeits! Doesn't it annoy us to 
find bad shillings in our purses ? Aren't we vexed to 
have paid for a real, genuine article, and find it a 
sham ? Independent of the loss, it is so very annoying 
to our pride and conceit to find that, after all our fancied 
wisdom, caution, acuteness, we have really, in common 
phrase, been '* taken tnJ^ And yet, it is an annoyance 
which perhaps not one of us is spared. Por, although 
we are very sorry to confess it, and although we often 
forget it and sometimes will not believe it, we really 
live amid many shams ! 
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We receive, and alas ! alas ! it is very much to be feared 
we gwe (very %eldom^ of course)^ counterfeit smiles, conn- 
Ijerfeit compliments, counterfeit kindnesses, counterfeit 
goodnesses, counterfeit amiabilities, coimterfeit looks, 
counterfeit words, and counterfeit deeds. 

But the worst counterfeit there can possibly be, is a 
counterfeit Christianity. If, in the other things we 
have named, it is necessary that the motive, the reality, 
should correspond with the profession — ^how much 
more so here ? How shocking ! a counterfeit Christian! 
Mixing with Christ's people, and considered one of 
them — talking of feelings we have never felt— com- 
mending paths we have never trodden, praising 
principles that axe not our own! Bearing the name, 
the outward stamp, passing for current coin, and yet 
being all the time a worthless, despicable counterfeit. 

God forbid that we should ever be tluit! Oh! if 
there be one prayer that should be more earnest than all 
the rest, it is for stneerity ! That we may really, in 
the eyes of the Omniscient, he what we seem. That 
heart and life may be in keeping with our words. That 
our characters may be transparent, nothing to hide, 
because all alike is fit for the searching glances, above 
und all around us. That we may be thorough, genuine, 
real! 

Let us examine ourselves, and pray, and watch, 
^and strive until there be in us no counterfeit ! 



" Inuet with so mamj discowagements .'" 
Of course you do ! No matter what path you take, 
K)r who walks it with you, in the middle thereof you axe 
sure to meet those grim, dark, disagreeable things — 
discomagements. Everybody sees them, but especially 
those who strive either to be or to do any great thing. 
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So if you, dear reader, are not content to be a cypher 
among earth's great numbers — ^if the aim of your life i& 
to be noble and good yourself, and to accomplish noble 
and good deeds — ^it is very certain you have long ago 
become acquainted with discouragements. It is pro- 
bable, too, that even now they surround you. 

Discouraging circumstances. Discouraging people- 
What is to be done with them ? Don't see them if you 
can help it. Pass them as you would any other dis- 
agreeable acquaintance. Hold your head up, and look 
another way. Take not the slightest notice of them, 
but, if sure that your way be right, press straight on in 
it, regardless of little obstacles, even though their name 
be legion. 

Or if they mil be seen — ^if their long, lean, dark, 
dreary faces will be for ever peering into yours — smile 
them away. They can't bear smiles. They can't live 
amid hope, and courage, and cheerfiilness. And if you 
gather these around you ^th perseverance, to crown all, 
why, there wiLl be nothing left for poor Discouragements 
to do, but to die and be buried. 

Oh, never mind them / You ought to be used to them 
by this time ! You kaow you can conquer them, be- 
cause you've tried ! Anybody could accomplish great 
things if there were no discouragements. But there i& 
some credit in baffling them at every step, in clearing 
an upward way, through frowns, and storms, and 
obstacles, — ^never swerving, never faltering, never 
doubting, — ^but rising higher, and higher, and higher, 
treading firmly upon every fresh discouragement, mak- 
ing it a step higher, and so subservient to your upward 
course. 

A difficult thing? Yes ; but all have done it who 
have attained to any eminence worth having. All must 
do it who will benefit either himself or his fellows. 
And as you, dear reader, have of course resolved to be 
among this number, heed not discouragements. And 
when the brain reels, and the heart grows weary, think 
of Kim, the model of noble manhood, who, in spite of 
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-eyery obstacle, k^t calmly on, fblfilliiig Ida i 
Uvifu^ and djfinfffar you. 

«In the worid'8 Iraid field of 
In the hiTOiiao fA life* 
Be not like dumb, driTBu ciltle: 
Be a lero intheatriik 

IM US then be up and doina; 

With a heart te any ftte; 
Still achiering; still pvusnina; 

Learn to labour, and to vaiL" 



Kot always most necessary, when most eamestily 
urged, this short, pithy injunction; and often yery 
necessary when not even spoken. For we io forget 
many things it were well to remember, howeyer we 
may cultivate a good memory. 

B(mH forgety in yonr dealings with those teasing, 
tiresome, tzonblespme little ones aroond you, tliat yon 
were once — ^not a hondred years ago either — a cMLd 
yourself. The same restless spirit, and Tmcnrbed 
temper, and impetnous wOl, tried sorely the patience of 
others who bore with yon, and, nnder God's blessing, 
helped to make yon wlmt yon are. And remember that 
Jesus laid his hand in blessing upon some fair, young 
heads, and said, '' Suffer the children to come unto me." 

DonH forgety when inclined to judge hastOy and 
harshly the ening ones whom you haye seen fall, that 
yours is the same &ail nature as theirs. An equal 
temptation, equally suited to your weakness, might — 
nay, wotM — haye been too much for your strength to 
resist, but for that wise strong hand which has upheld 
you. Oh, judge leniently your fellows! Bemembtf 
how tenderly the Sayiour — hating sin far more than you 
can do— said, ''Neither do I condemn thee; go and sin 
no more." 
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BonHforgety if you have been succesrfal in life, and 
men praise you, who has given you the victory. In the 
uncertain past, when your feet trod the first steps of 
the hill you have now ascended, fearing that the soil 
would give way, who made it firm for you? Remember- 
the special providences that marked the way — the bless- 
ing that attended your earliest enterprise. Nor too 
proudly despise those who, perchance striving equally, 
have not equally succeeded. Go^a blessing, and not 
always personal merit, ** brings the increase,*^ 

DanH forget, when troubles assail you, that there is 
One who can smooth the way and dispel the clouds with 
a word. Be not discouraged, for he has helped you 
hitherto. Waste not time and strength in complaints 
to those who cannot help, but go at once to the ever- 
present, ever-willing Friend. Remember, he has said,. 
** I will be with thee in trouble." 

I>on^t forget, in the day of your health and buoyancy, 
that the night of death cometh. Even now, &ough 
scarcely mid-day, your sun may be declining. Soon ihe 
gloaming in the west may close your day of labour. 
Work on now, then. Let no dufjr be postponed — ^no • 
feeling of languor sanction procrastination. " Tiine is 
short r "Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it 
with thy might." 

'' Look back upon the past, and call to mind 
Thy joys and sorrows, all thy tears and smiles. 
Look back upon the desert bare and cold. 
And on the pastures of the cool green vale. 
And on the cloudless sunshine of the hiUs ; 
And speak a kindly word to pilgrims by the way, 
And lift thine heart to Him who led thee on. 
And speak his love and praise !" 

J?, a. 
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Wliat a dull world it would be if there were no look- 
ing forward ! No matter what pleasures we are enjoy- 
ing, they are seldom so great as to shut out the hope of 
some greater happiness to come ! To-morrow generally 
possesses some charm which to-day has not. And 
sometimes, not through days merely — ^but months and 
even years — our earnest anticipations stretch, painting 
with glowing colours, and fiEiscinating attractions, some 
joy to come. 

It is a pleasant thing to Jiope, And yet these hopes 
of ours are very, very often faUacious ! "We are pictur- 
ing some hours of enjoyment to spend with some loved 
one now absent. But chilliugly comes the sad convic- 
tion, ere that time arrives the eloquent eye may be 
closed, the warm lips sealed in death! Or we are 
looking forward to some success for which we have 
striven. It seems almost within our grasp ; yet a 
breath may disperse it all, and leave us nothing but 
darkness and adversity. Or, perchance, we have cut 
out for ourselves a career of usefulness, brilliant and 
hopeful ; but, even now, the seeds of disease may be 
sown, that shall wither the strong nerve, and over- 
shadow with mist the clear mind. 

Ah ! but the Christian may always hope. He has 
always joys to come. And his joys — ^the best and 
holiest of them, at least — cannot fell, or disappoint, for 
God has promised them. When the storms of Hfe beat 
upon him, he looks forward to a haven of calm and 
peace. When his Mends die, his heart goes upward to 
the home where he will meet them again. When 
troubles bend his spirit, he knows there is a cessation 
from it all — an eternity of shadowless joy to come. 

There is much that thou canst not understand here, 
Christian. The wht/ and wherefore are hidden now. 
Thou only knowest that there is a " needs he " for all. 
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And tlion hast thy Saviour's promise— " "What I do 
thou knowest not now, but thou shalt know hereafter." 

Look forward, then, to joys to come. "What shall be 
the Ml enjoyment of that hereafter, dreams cannot pic- 
ture. All thy tears shall be wiped away, and, with 
clearer eyes, thou shalt gaze on the glory that shall be 
revealed. 

Be not dismayed, then, whatever may betide thee 
here. Think less of present things — ^more of those to 
come. 

" Yes ! &ith can never know the ML salvation, 

Which Jesus for his people will prepare ; 
Then will I wait in peaceful expectation. 

Till the good Shepherd comes to take me there. 
My Lord, my Grod, a blissful end I see. 
Though now I know not what I yet shall be." 



'* There are who see the glorious heavens, 
And the bright world that round them lies ; 
There are, who blindly walk the earth, 
A veil before their heavy eyes ; 
Their Father's hand 
On sea and land. 
They, groping through the wood, may not discern." 

JE. &. 

"Who has not pitied the blind man ? We pass him, 
sometimes, sitting at the comer of the street, or walking 
slowly along the highway, led, perhaps, by a little child, 
and a thrill of pity passes through our heart. To think 
of the world of wondrous beauty — ^the rock and river, 
the sky and meadow, that pass before our delighted 
gaze, while he has nothing but total, changeless night. 
To think of the rosy lips wreathed with smiles, the 
white brow with its coronal of thought, the bright eyes 
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telling sweet tales of loye that bring suclx happiness to 
us, while the blind man never saw, cannot imagine 
them ! Oh ! surely, when we reckon np onr Father'ft 
blessings, it were sinfiil, indeed, to forget onr thank- 
offering for sight / 

And yet, too often, we "have eyes, but they see 
not!" The little insect crawling by the wayside, the 
tiny wild flower, and the common leaf, how seldom 
we notice them, although the lessons they might teach 
are fraught with importance ! The wcdd is one yast 
garden, from which we might constantly be enDing £ur 
flowers and rich fruits, but that we are so prone to 
pass through, unheeding its beauty and good. 

And our eyes are equally dim with reference to our 
fellows, and the drcumstances that surruund them« 
Elbowing our way through the street, we pass a widow, 
bearing in her dress and on her countenance traces of the 
mighty storm that must have well nigh bowed her to 
the earth, that tore from her agonizing gra^ thestroi^ 
arm and warm heart, upon which her weakness hsA 
flung itsel£ And yet, how cfien do we remember all 
this? How many praye r s do we idkrio the '* Hoabaai 
of the widow" as Ae patsw by? 

A young man hmtsKte^ on the ontBide 4#a tarem. If 
we looked earnestly enam^ we Aadid see the unequal 
strife between temptatiMi and e<iiHeieiiee. He knows 
that the foidness &r intozieating drink is atren^rthen* 
ing daily ; he leels it letnmdnf; a habit which it will 
coon be almost impossible zo era^eate : he is aware, toiy^ 
that if this tonptatioii be lemitedj it will r>e aa imyjg^ 
tant conquest, — still he Tietiftatf — akiiui wyni fp-j^ 
us would decide : hot who aowiu^ ia wviA take the 
trouble to gE> to him, aad mf, ^ Jrjsnd, ^jtjlz g[> ^ 
there — eoneaway?' 

Oh! what will ^^ar^amwer^ wfiea '»e 'isy -^e 
; qoestioa fa yagoaed, ** Wlufr^ u 5% inemr ^ 
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Oh, there is tmfathomed power in little things! Life 
is made up of them, and they are the seeds of all the 
joy or the sorrow that comes to us. A word, a look, a 
touch ; how trifling in itself, how mighty in its results ! 
How often has one little sound touched a cord in our 
hearts, which has vibrated and filled us with sweetest 
music ! What deep and hidden springs have been 
stirred, and what swift thoughts have immediately 
coursed through bur brain ! An hour afterward, when, 
dreams of heaven have soothed us, and fervent aspira- 
tions have brought peace to our souls, and our hearts 
have strangely warmed toward all our dear ones, and 
we feel deeply and quietly happy — ^we wonder what in- 
fluence has swept over us to cause it all. We are 
surprised that so much joy could spring from a mere 
sound. 

Or, perhaps, most imaccountably, we become sad. 
All around is tinged with dark colour — the world seems 
empty, and the people in it cold aad unkind. The past 
looks joyless, the present desolate, the future dreary, 
and we are conscious only of one weary wish — ^that it 
were all over, and we could " lay us down and die." 
And yet, perhaps, if we traced all these desponding 
feelings to their source we should find that it was 
almost nothing — ^perhaps a thought — ^perhaps a careless 
word lightly spoken by lips we love — or perhaps a word 
we longed to hear left unspoken. It was a very little 
thing — ^but it has brought more than little suffering. 

Oh! if we would go through life happy ourselves, 
and making others happy, let us never neglect little 
things ! They are the true tests of love and amiability. 
We are all, perhaps, capable of making great sacrifices, 
but it is not so easy to cheerfully and unostentatiously 
yield a favourite seat by the fireside, an interesting 
book that we have half read — ^to decline an invitation, to 
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leave a congenial occupation — ^to jump up when we are 
tired to spare others the trouble of doing so, — ^to forget 
that we are unwell, trying to make others forget it ; to 
be always ready to pick up a handkerchief, or open a 
door, not for a stranger, but one who is our companion 
day and night — a brother, a sister, a parent — these 
little attentions, rendered so silently as to be quite un- 
noticed by the person himself, thsse are the true tests of 
character, these make home radiant, these bring love and 
joy, these are proofs of a lofty, seK-sacrificing, devoted 
nature. 

^* Little things P^ May we all consider their great 
importance, and never give them only a little atten- 
tion! 

" The tune the minstrel plays 

Is not that tune alone ; 
Many forgotten lays 

CMme in its under-tone. 

How many a little word 

Has power to give us pain, 
Awakening, when heard, 

Sad memories again !" 

" The Dove on the Cross.** 



iflt a "gxradt to ^pw. 

" The day is short, the night oomes on— 
Brothers ! our work unfinished lies; 
We've much to do ere yonder sun 
Sinks down below the western skies ; 
Labour of love, and toil to us is given, 
"While here below—then perfect rest in heaven." 

MG. 

A modem writer has said, '* There is no leisure now- 
a-days. It has departed with the stage-coaches of olden 
time."* And certainly the experience of some of us 
is a proof of the truth of tMs assertion. From morning 

D 
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till night, from January to December, peally we haven't 
a minute to spare. "Work, work, work, work ! It is a 
good thing that change of labour is a kind of rest, or 
surely we should be worn out altogether. First, there 
is the regular routine of daily occupation, then irregular 
occupation — "little extra, odd jobs," very simple often, 
but very numerous — then letters to write, lectures to 
attend, books to read, friends to visit, friends to visit 
us; tracts to circulate, Sunday-school lessons to prepare, 
prayer-meetings to attend — and, oh dear ! so many other 
things that we haven't breath to enimierate them halfl 

But labour is a great blessing to us after all. "We 
should be miserable without it, and perhaps it con- 
tributes more to our happiness than anything else. It 
strengthens and cheers us, and makes our hearts lighter, 
and our brows brighter, and, if conscientiously and 
faithfully performed, brings not only self-respect but 
the respect of others. "In all labour there is profit," 
is a great truth, and should be a great encouragement. 
Let us never flinch from our birthright, for workers are 
sure to be winners. So, though the frame sometimes 
droops, and the head aches, let us go on heartily per- 
forming life's duties. 

" Better wear out than rust out." But there is little 
fear of the former. Very few do as well, or as much, 
as they could. "We shall never be able to say of all the 
work given us to do, as Jesus said, " It is finished." 

A foreigner, who had mixed among many nations, 
was asked if he had observed any particular quality in 
our species that might be considered universal. He 
replied, "if<? tink dat all mm love lazy." Perhaps 
this is the reason why we must all feel how little we do 
compared with what we ought to do. How much of our 
time, though we feel it to be very precious, is wasted, 
frittered away, as if we forgot the account we shall 
have to render of it ! Oh, when tempted to be injert 
and slothful, let us remember tbat there ia much to do; 
time is very short, and we hav^ '^not a minute to 
spare." 
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iraigtrs. 



"Itis such drudgery!" says the lady, as sheleares 
the kitohen, where her attention was required to super- 
intend the cooking. 

" Such drudgery !" says the clerk, as he closes his 
account-book, and sighs wearily. 

'*Such drudgery!" echoes the pale young creature 
behind the counter, as she serves the ladies with ribbon 
and calico. 

"Such drudgery!" says the schoolmaster, as he 
labours and labours with his boys' dulness. 

" Such drudgery !" say all of us sometimes, for it is 
surprising how many things we have to do in the course 
of a life-time that are uncongenial. 

" Such drudgery !" Well, perhaps it is ; but, really, 
that is not a good and sufficient excuse for all that 
pouting of lips, and wrinkling of brows, and clouding of 
faces, because drudgery does us a great deal of good, and 
is really a blessing tn disguise. 

^N'ow, please listen, Mr. Reader. Do you suppose, if 
you were not all the week worn out with adding up long 
columns, Copying hard, dry pages, looking after your 
employer's business, &c., &c., that you would enjoy 
your half-holiday at cricket, or your stroll into the sweet 
country, half so much ? 

And if you please, Mrs. Reader, do you think if it 
were not for all those little socks and pinafores that 
will get worn and dirty, and the thousand and one little 
kitchen matters you have to see to, that your few quiet 
minutes in the easy chair of your parlour, with your 
favourite author — or some one who is a greater favourite 
still for company — ^would be nearly so sweet ? 

And, Miss Reader, it w a very sad thing that you 
cannot be always playing the piano, or working em- 
broidery, perhaps ; but do not fear that he of whom you 
are this very minute thinking will value you less for 
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your knowledge of pie-makiiig and parlour-dusting. 
Oh, no ; he is sure to love you more, because you are 
more worthy. 

Drudgery ! After all, it is better not to believe in it. 
Poetry, and music, and painting, and all refinements 
are beautiful things ; but* if they were the only neces- 
saries, we should have nothing to do but study them. 
But our whole lot comes from a wise and loving hand ; 
let us not grumble at drudgery. 

" All may of Thee partake ; 
Nothing can be so mean 
Which, with this tincture—Jbr Thy Sake ! 
"Will not grow bright and clean." 



How many times in the course of the year do we 
repeat these familiar words! "We use them in the 
street, in the shop, in the kitchen, in the parlour, in 
the— everywhere. They are the parting-words to the 
passing acquaintance, or the friend of an hour — and we 
can find no better "last words" for the dearest friends 
we have. Really, unless it were the fashion to see no 
one after tea, what should we do without the common 
expression, " Good night !" 

Rather sad are the feelings, though, with which they 
are often uttered ! "We may have been spending a very 
happy day, and its hours passed all too swiftly for our 
pleasure. These dull days endear the fireside to us — 
the evenings spent in conversation, where mind illu- 
mines mind, and hearts as well as lips find utterance, 
are not often long to us, although they are called so. 
And partings are always sad ; and even when we expect 
to meet on the morrow, the thought will come — and it 
is right that it should — ^perhaps the silent messenger 
may come in the lonely hours of night, and call either 
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us, or our Mends, into the unseen land ! Oh, at such 
times, how sweet to know that there is One who never 
slumbers ! So when our eyes are heavy, and our limbs 
weary, and we cannot, if we would, watch over our 
dear ones, we can wish them "good night," and leave 
them in the Everlasting arms. 

An honoured servant of God used to say, " There are 
no clocks in heaven, dear friends," and a greater than 
he has said, " There shall bono night there." Oh, no ! 
our happiness will never pass away then ; film will not 
spread over our loved eyes; weariness will not creep 
over our devotions ; hearts will not ache at parting ; no 
fear of dying then. Happy honie ! No night there ! 

Dear friends, will not our last " Good night " be gooA 
indeed, if it precede the morning of the eternal day? 
"We shall be so very weary, that as the darkness deepens 
we may scarcely be able to speak even these parting 
words to those whom we are leaving behind. But, oh ! 
will not the awaking be joyful! God grant that we 
may not miss any familiar face there ! 

" But may we dwell together 
As children dwell at home. 
And every one be happy. 
And not a sorrow come." 

" I go to see His glory, 

Whom we have lov*d below ; 
I go, the blessed angels. 
The holy saints to know ; 

Our lovely ones departed 

I go to find again. 
And wait for you to join us : 

Goodnight till then I" 

JJfibekannle9, 
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morrows, brought us nothing but disappointment, the 
future is not a whit less beguiling and pleasant. " If 
we are ill to-day, to-morrow may find us better. K we 
have done wrong to-day, we will make amends to- 
morrow. If we hfl,ve lost to-day, we will accomplish 
something to-morrow." 

But these last sentences are by no means the best that 
could be spoken. For ** to-morrow" ought never to 
make us forget to-dmf and its duties. Nor should we 
lose sight of the fact, that we cannot repair the injury 
done by a day's neglect or sin. Whatever " to-morrow " 
brings, we may be sure of one thing, dutieB enough for 
the dayy without yesterday's work. No, we should 

" Trust no future, howe'er pleasant," 

but wisely, energetically, firmly im^ove to-day. 

But we do not always look forward hopefully to to- 
morrow. Who has not felt the drecui of evfils yet to be ? 
That terrible, crushing sense of fear that has unnerved 
the hand and benumbed the heart ? Going to bed at 
night, but not to rest, feeling a thrill of anguish at the 
first ray of light, because it hastens the moment we 
dread; and when we have tremblingly met the evil, 
ready to faint in our weakness and distrust, how often 
has it not been there after all, a stronger hand than ours 
having removed it ! 

To-morrow ! who may say what it will bring — -joy 
or sorrow, life or death, time or eternity ? None of us. 
To-morrow is not ours — ^it belongs to God. Let us be 
content to leave it in his hands — ^not too eagerly 
desiring joy, nor too weakly fearing sorrow. But ready 
to take eithier, because the Giver is love. 

" To-morrow, Lord, is thine, 

Lodg'd in thy Sovereign hand; 
And if its sun arise and shine. 

It shines by thy coomiand. 
The present moment flies. 

And bears our life away ; 
Oh ! make thy servants truly wise 

That they may live to-day,^' 
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IS, i$ 

It does not always seem to be so, in this crooked, 
unfathomable, mysterious life ! It were hard so, to per- 
suade ourselves when all is dark around, and when, to 
our dim vision, everything appears to be happening 
for the very worst. There are many Jacobs who, 
unable to pierce the dense future, cry hopelessly, 
'' All these things are against me." And yet, looking 
back upon the way already trodden, who among us 
would have had it different? Bough and difficult it 
may have been, and perhaps the way-worn foot has 
bled, and the weak heart ached many a time, but the 
Disposer of all is wisdom itself, and it must have been 
all for the best. 

How often, even in this life, have we the proof that 
disappointments are " blessings in disguise 1 " Dreams 
fade, and hopes are blighted, and the impatient spirit 
frets and complains. But as days pass, we see that 
had our wishes been granted, they must have brought 
distress and unhappiness. Truly if we could see the 
end from the beginning, we should never hesitate to say, 
" God knowethbest, and let his will bo done." 

Failure is often better than success, as many can 
testify. To be left to our weak, ignorant selves would 
be the greatest evil that could befal us. " Undertake 
Thou for me" is the safest wish; for then, should 
troubles come, he will hide us in his pavilion, and the 
after-sunshine will be all the brighter for the storm 
which has cleared its way. 

Even bereavement, that most trying kind of affliction, 
is for the best. How many, standing by the casket 
which once held their dearest treasure, have learned 
holy lessons, which that alone could teach ! When the 
weight has grown too heavy for their powerless 
shoidders, they have rolled it off at the foot of the 
cross. It is at the open grave we often learn to lov 
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the risen Lord. And, severe as the stroke may be, 
there are many who in after life bless him for it. 

** Whatever ie, is best." This is emphatically true 
in thy case, Christian. All things are working together 
for thy good. Thy Father's hand is gently clearing 
thy path through the mists and fogs of earth, and 
though it is unseen, it is not always unfelt. Take 
(Wttragey therefore, and when adverse circumstances 
come, trasl; him still. Yield thy wishes to him — ^his 
TinQd is infinite, and be cannot do wrong. And when 
ke leads thee in a path different from the one thou 
wouidst have chosen, go cheerfully on, for be assured 
ike end will be sunny aud gladsome. Thou art so 
ropy dear to him, that thy happiness i« quite safe in 
)m keeping. 

Oh ! it IB sweet to have no will but his — ^to take 
with a thankful, confiding heart, whatever he sees fit to 
86fid, convinced that, while he is at the helm of our 
affittrs, ^^idhaU^er is, is hwV* 

*' When mBtmurs in thy heart ariAs, 
Eemember aged Israel's plaint—^ 
How all the gloom of his life's skies 
Became at last too bright to paint. 

Thy God knows what for thee is best ; 

What look» the worst may work thy weal : 
Seek holiness ; and for the rest^ 

Leave it with God himself to deal." 

Mmma Jane Worboite, 



This is a very common question. Poets have asked 
it in poetry many times, ministers have preached abotct 
it, and everybody has talked it over doubtless very often. 
Bat still, to our own hearts, perhaps, this important 
lottery has not been fiilly answered. 
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Wliat is life ? We see sometimes. A few days ago, 
standing by the bedside of an aged Christian, breathing 
out his breath in the arms of Jesus, the answer came to 
lis — Life is the door by which heaven is entered. 

What is life ? Let us ask in the graveyard. Solemnly 
through the " weeping willows," that bend over sdlent 
dust, there seems to come a reply, '* It is even a vapour, 
that appeareth for a little tune, and then vanisheth 
away." 

What is life ? It should be a preparation for deaih. 
It is a solemn thought that every moment as it passes 
brings us nearer and nearer to its close ; and that, im-r 
portant as it is, it is as nothing compared to the eternal 
life which will follow us ; that, short and fleeting as it 
is, we have nothing else to fit us for the ** ever and 
ever " which we talk about, but cannot understand ! 

Life ! It is seed-time : we shall reap the harvest in 
eternity. It is icork'tim.e : we shall receive its wages 
in the great hereafter. It is morning: when ike 
evening shadows fall, the day will be examined. It is 
the first page of existence : what will the whole voluni£ 
be ! It is a talent lent to us. When its Owner asks lis 
return, how shall we have used it ? 

What is life ? It is all we have. Yet it is enough to 
enable us to serve God, and to help on our neighbours. 
It is opportunit^y to live carefully, to love all that is 
good and pure, to be devoted to the best interests of tke 
world. But as we are using it — ^this, our one dr<^ of 
the unfathomable ocean of eternity ; for grace to be 
taught what to do with it ! for help to consecrate it 
as a holy thing unto the God who gave it ! 

'* Life is the time to serve the Lord, 
The time to ensure the great reward. 
And while the lamp holds out to bum. 
The idlest sinner may return." 
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far €mmti\x |0p. 

There are dull, dark times when we find it very easy 
to persuade ourselves that there are none — ^that for us 
at least there is nothing but a birthright of sorrow. 
And yet, it is wrong and ungrateful to think so, for 
God flings his blessings on every step we take. It is 
true he may not give us all we could wish — that the 
rich man's carriage rolling by, or the glad, light step of 
the healthful and strong, may now and then occasion a 
sigh of regret j but yet, we are not debarred from the 
common joys which our Father so liberally provides for 
his children. 

Oh ! what joy it is to go forth into the fields, when 
the brain has grown weary and the eye dim! How 
sweetly the breezes fan us, and the birds welcome us ! 
How the waving com bends toward us ! and the 
flowers, how they lift up their smiling blue eyes from 
their retreats ! How the grand old trees whisper 
with their familiar voices, while the sunset woos our 
thoughts to that bright, far-off land where the spirit 
never becomes sad ! These are common joysj but they 
are very preciovs. 

And then there are the joys of intercourse with each 
other ; there is no one so poor or so bad, but that there 
is some heart beating lovingly towards him. And our 
homes are thronged with bright eyes, and gentle hands 
and kind voices that will make "this wilderness" 
almost a paradise. How sweet it is to see the ideas 
that flash through our minds appreciated and reci- 
procated — to see the answering glance, and hear the 
words of reply ! And when life looks dark to us, how 
sweet to hear from dear lips the word of comfort and 
encouragement ! 

Ah ! yes, let us bless God for our common joys ! 
The pure air, the glad sunshine, the scented breeze, and 
he strains of music, the soft shower, and the azure 
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sky ! Still more let us bless him for some to love ns ; 
and may our lives prove how we appreciate His greater, 
far greater love who has given all. 

" For the green earth, with all her hUls and vales, 
Her solemn mountain peaks, her azure skies ;— 
For guttering seas,— for songs of nightingales,— 
For rock and river,— and for sunset* s dyes ;— 
For common household joys,— for daily cahn, 
That shed around our souls their dewy halm, 
We thank Thee, O our God !" 

Etnma Jane Wbrboiss, 



On New Year's Day, melted with thoughts of the 
kindness of your Father in heaven, you formed a reso- 
lution having reference to some improvement, either in 
self-culture or usefulness — something for him ^'who 
pave himself for ««." With right hearty good will you 
i>effanj but even now it has ceased to be as pleasant 
as it was ; the novelty has worn off — ^you are getting 
uninterested or tired — hut finish it. 

There is some fault in yourself which needs over- 
coming. You know that you can never be great or 
good until it is eradicated. But self-examination, 
hourly watching, and seeking to conquer, are such hard 
work. But oh! nobility of character is weU worth 
striving for. It will so elevate — so sublimise, raise you 
«o above your fellows — ^try again! Have for your 
motto, "/ can do all things theoitoh Cheist who 
strengtheneth meP Finish it. 

You have legun in some new way to labour for Jesus. 
But it needs much sacrifice of comfort, ease, and per- 
haps health. Perhaps, too, the persons whom you are 
seeking to benefit are ungrateful, and do not appreciate 
your efforts. Never mind ! There is One who does ! 
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Onward still — there is sublimity in labour, eE^cially 
-wbisxi it iB an offering to the Honest. ''Be not weary 
in well doing." Finish it. 

Yes, finish it Rouse the sinking energies — stretch 
the ease-loving limbs — ^£etch the £re back to the languid 
eye — ^the warmth to the cold heart ! JBe something / Do 
something / life is all too short, too important to be 
wasted. 

** Some high and holy enterprise of good 

Contemplate, till it shall possess thy mind. 
Become thy study, pastime, rest, and food. 
And kindle in thy heart a flame refined. 

Pray heaven for firmness— thy whole soul to bind 

To this thy purpose ; to begin pursue. 
With thoughts all fixed and feelings purely kind. 

And grace to give the praise where all is ever due." 



How sweet, after weeks of sojourn among strangers, 
to be going home ! What crowds of recollections and 
anticipations throng your mind as you enter the railway 
station! Is it any matter to you that nobody there 
caxGB for you ? That strange eyes pass vacantly over you ? 
l^ot a bit! You lean back in the seat as compla- 
cently as any of them — and oh ! what wild heart-throbs 
beat time to the thought, " Now for love and home !" 
How sweetiy will the breezes from your native hills fan 
your tired brow ! What welcome wfll the Httie budding 
flowers in your home-valley seem to give ! And what 
bright eyes will smile upon you — ^what kind arms will 
enfold you — ^what dear lips will bless you ! How the 
warm hearts will sympathijze with your tale of others' 
neglect, or learn to love those who have been tender and 
kind to their absent one ! 

How joyous will be the vearoer-song of praise, when 
'mi voice helps to swell it ! How earnest the evening 
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prayer when you kneel among tlie worshippers at the 
fanuly altar! Oh, it is indeed sweet to be "going 
homer^ 

But, Christian, these words have a higher significance 
for thee. Thou art going to a brighter, fairer home than 
human love could make. Oh, think of the greetings 
that await thee there ! N'o faltering voices, no pallid 
feces, no thought of parting. Perfect love, lasting 
union, unutterable joy. Thy seat is already prepared, 
thy Mends already awaiting thee. The golden harp is 
silent, the spotless robe unworn, which Jesus died to 
win thee ; soon shall they be thine. 

Cheer thee, then, way-worn pilgrim ; press on through 
the homeward path ; bright sister-spirits are around, 
eternal rest before thee. 

" Though in a foreign land, 
We are not far from home, 
And nearer to our Pather's house 
"We every moment come." 

*' We are on our journey home, 
Where Christ our Lord is gone; 
We will meet around his throne. 
When he makes his people One 
In the new Jerusalem. 

Oh glory, shining far 

Prom the never setting sun ! 
Oh trembling morning-star ! 

Our journey's almost done 

To the new Jerusalem V 



Sping is CMing ! 

Yes. All hail to the beautiM, joyous spring ! Evory 
heart has a welcome for it; and the step quickens, 
and the eye brightens at its approach, for it brings life 
and joy to the cold earth. " Spring is coming ! " 
Already our valleys are laughing with their wealth r^ 
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primroses and violets. Buttercups and daisies, *' so free 
for every child to puU," are springing in the verdant 
meadows, while the gardens greet us with snowdrops, 
and crocuses, polyanthuses, and hepaticas in abundance. 
The old forest-trees are budding, and the hedge-rows 
are arraying themselves in their robes of green. And 
the warm sunbeams fall softly on the singing streamlet 
and promising field, bringing a blessing from its Maker 
wherever it goes. 

" Spring is coming." The days are growing longer^ 
and afready there is the gentle twilight hour which we 
all love so well, when we can listen to the music of the 
branches, the distant sound of children at their evening 
games, or the firm step of the weary labourer as he 
goes towards his home. Or, sweeter still, when our 
spirits can hold communion with the dear ones who are 
far, far away, and anticipate the time when we shall 
rejoin them. 

" Spring is coming." Let us bless our Father that 
he does not forget to make the place of our sojourn 
so very beautiftd. And let us think of that " better 
land," 

" "Where everlasting spring abides, 
And never withering flowers." 

It may be that some whose eyes rest upon this paper, 
may fade with the flowers that are now budding around 
us. Dear reader — are you ready ? 

'* Ye are changed, ye are changed ! and I see not here 
All whom I saw in the vanished year ! 
There were graceful heads with their ringlets bright 
Which tossed in the breeze with a play of light ; 
There were eyes, in whose glistening laughter lay 
No faint remembrance of dull decay ! 

There were steps that flew o'er the cowsHp's head. 

As if for a banquet all earth were spread ; 

There were voices, that rang thro* the sapphire sky. 

And had not sound of mortality ! 

Are they gone ? is their mirth from the mountains pass'd ? 

Ye have looked on Death since ye met me last ! " 

Mrs, S6mam. 
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""WTiGm call we gay ? That honour has been long 
The boast of mere pretenders to the name. 
The innocent are gay— the lark is gay, 
That dries his feathers, saturate with dew, 
Beneath the rosy cloud, while yet the beams 
Of dayspring overshoot his humble nest ! 
But aive me from the gaiety of those 
Whose headaxshes nail them to a noonday bed ; 
Prom gaiety that fills the bones with pain. 
The mouth with blasphemy, the heart with woe." 

Cowper. 

Everybody likes mirth. To be sure we say a great 
deal against it sometimes — call it "waste of time," 
"foolishness," "childishness," and so on. But still 
there's something in us that responds to it, for how 
naturally we grow to like those who have brought 
mirth and gladness into our weary spirits ! And it 
cannot be exactly waste of time, or surely Solomon, 
with all his wisdom, would never have said, " A merry 
heart doeth good." Oh, there is enough of sadness, 
and misery, and complaining in the world ! It were 
well for us if we oftener looked at the bright side of 
things — ^if we could exchange a few sighs and grumbl- 
ings for a peal of laughter ! "Well for us, too, if we 
hesitated to check the exuberant joy of childhood, 
remembering that darkness will overshadow the young 
spirit soon enough, without our doing it now ! 

But different people have very different ways of 
obtaining merriment. One man, who calls himself a 
gentleman^ procures fun for himself and friends by 
giving children " strong drink," watching them with 
boisterous merriment as they take sup after sup, until 
they are laid helpless before them. Or, he will tell 
falsehoods to them with the view of enjoying a laugh 
at their credulity. Fine manly sport ! 
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Another boldly blasphemes, and feels himself prond 
when a few ignorant bystanders laugh approringly and 
wickedly at what they may call courage. " The Lord 
will not hold him guiltless who taketh his name in 
vain." Awful penalty for a moment's mirth ! 

Others, more refined, will make use of the veiled 
shaft of satire. It may ** offend one of these little 
ones," but if choerly handled it will *^ raise a laugh.*' 
Yet those who delicately shrink from wounding others 
(as we all should) will be very careful, very anxious 
not to do it. Let us be merry by all means, but never 
at the expense of another smarting spirit. Let us try 
to cheer the sorrowful, but by legitimate means. Let 
us rejoice always, but— in the Lord. 



" Usefulness is within the reach of us all." This is 
a sentence in a letter written by that prince in Israel — 
the Eev. John Angell James. It is one that deserves 
to be written, not in gold, but in the heart — to be re- 
membered and treasured by us aU. It is in our power 
to be useftil, therefore it is our own fault if we are not. 
Vain and unavailing is the excuse, "We have not the 
ability," — ^because the power to labour for God is freely 
given to us all. 

Is it worth improving ? Ay, for usefulness is true 
happiness ; and the useful have the high privilege of 
being co-workers with God. They are ministermg 
spirits, they are the world's true noble ones, they are 
true patriots — ^true Christiatts. 

Oh, if but one heart blesses us, if the eyes oi but one 

glisten at our approach, if we have lightened one cross, 

•amoved one sorrow, cheered one spirit by look, or word, 

deed, let us bless God, for we have joy nothing can 
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take away — ^honour, to which a monarch's glory is dim 
indeed. 

But who among us may hope to get the approving 
words, "She hath done what she eovM^^f Are we 
using our * * power ' ' to its fall extent ? Alas, no I Con- 
trasting our usefulness with that of such shining lights 
as Mr. James, what unprofitable servants we are ? And 
^et, how much there is to be done! Daily, imless we 
close our ears to it, we may hear the wail of the 
wretched. " More light " is the universal cry. Oh, if 
the true light shines upon us, what are we doing that 
their darkness is not lessened thereby I 

Bear Eeader — ^what will y&u do for the cause of God ? 
Which of you wiU strive to occupy the high places left 
vacant ? Who, with waim heart and firm spirit, with 
youthful energy and youthful love, will come to the 
Saviour, and devote himself to him? Is ** Holiness 
to the Lord " graven on the brow now bending over 
this paper ? If not, kneel before his throne at once. 
*' The Lord hath need of you." Oh, labour for him, 
and Uve to be useful, for time is short, and 

" 'Tis infamy to die and not be missed.'' 

" What if the stranger sick and captive lie, 
Naked and hungry, and we pass him by. 
Or strangers to the charity whence springs 
The liberal heart, divising liberal things. 
We cumbered ever with our own pursuits ; 
To others leave the labour and the iruits. 
Shall we go forth with joy to meet our Lord, 
Enter his kingdom, reap the full reward ? 
Can such his good, his faithful servants be. 
Blessed of the Pather ?— Bead his Word, and see !" 

Jane Taylor. 
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*' Trifles, lighter than straws, are levers in the building up of 

character. 
A man hath the tiller in his hand, and may steer against the 

current, 
Or may glide down idly with the stream, till his vessel founder in 

the whirlpool." 

Martin F, Twpper, 

!N'o influence ! Now we all know better ! If any one 
took the Hberty of saying to us, *' Your words and your 
conduct axe of no consequence ; no one will be affected 
by anything you say; you have no influence" — ^how 
very much offended we should be ! And yet, when we 
want an excuse for some fault of omission or commis- 
sion, how ready we are to shirk the responsibility [with 
the same words ! 

But they are very false. There is not a living 
breathing person upon the earth, but must have great 
influence upon his fellows. !N'ot a word is spoken, not 
a look is given, not an action committed, but it is 
silently, but surely, working upon those who have wit- 
nessed it. We ccmnot live to ourselves alone. It is 
true there are times when we do not see that our influ- 
ence is important — ^when we feel all alone in the wide, 
wide world. 

We meet perhaps in the crowded lecture-hall, or the 
thronged streets, thousands of human beings who are, 
and always will be, strangers, from whom we could not 
select an individual, and feel tljat his heart beat in 
unison with our own — ^not one familiar face, not one 
loving eye, not one Mend to whom our inner life could 
be revealed — and yet your very glance as it rests upon 
them — ^your very touch as you push by them — may be 
fraught with importance. 

And those with whom we daily associate — ^what 
mdreamed-of evil has been done through a smile at the 

Tong time, a sneer, an insinuation, a careless or 
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impatient word — and what good has been accomplished 
through a fearlessly-spoken opinion — an encouraging 
look, a good example ! We are creatures of imitation 
— it is so natural for our tastes, our feelings, our 
manners, and our opinions to assimilate themselves to 
those of our companions — and there are none of us 
exempt from the heavy responsibility of influence. Oh, 
how strangely do we trifle with what is of infinite 
importance! Let us study well the question, What 
manner of persons ought we to be ? 



" These words, how beautifully expressive !" says 
a lady; **and what a privilege to own such an Elder 
Brother as was he who taught us to use them." True, 
very true; but, then, what a number of younger 
brothers there are whose relationship does not seem a 
privilege. You should see that lady among her sisters 
in the kitchen. What an appreciation of the precious 
family tie is there ! True, they are in very different 
positions — ^but still, are they not children of one family ? 

'*Our Father" — ^the deep-toned voice of the mer- 
chant speaks it as he kneels in his cushioned pew in the 
church on Sunday. The Monday finds him mixing 
with some of his brethren behind the counter, in the 
warehouse, or the counting-house. What brotherly 
love in that haughty step, and scornful brow ! See, 
there is a poor man five minutes behind time. In his 
little cottage he has left a sick wife and child, with none 
to tend them. The parting was hard work, and he 
lingered over it — to press yet one more kiss upon that 
burning brow. All this might be read in his faltering 
apology ; but, then, the merchant neither thinks of, nor 
cares for it. As he passes on, after speaking the 
bitter threat, the poor man's heart rises with thoughts 
such as these — " Doubtiess, Thou art our Father, t^ 



86 

Abraham be ignorant of us, and Israel acknowledge us 
not." 

'*Our Father!*' So the dirty outcast, the fallen 
and impure, the illiterate and ragged claim our love and 
sympathy. It is their right. JLet us aim to yield it to 
them — "Our Father" — ^then we should check the 
hasty word, the scornful look, the unkind action. Let 
us seek to be more Hke the Elder Brother. 

"Come ! gladly let us onward. 
Hand in hand still go, 
Each helping one another 
Through all the way below, 
One family of love ! 
Oh ! let no voice of strife be heard. 
No discord, by the angel-guard 
Who watch us from above." 

Gerhard Tersteegen, 



is lli* Bmitit 



" What are the wild waves saying ?" " Come, come 
from the busy warehouse, the crowded city, the dusty 
highway, and catch the healthful sea breeze, and pro- 
cure rest and refreshment." And hundreds, ay thou- 
sands, listen and obey the voice, and are borne swiftly 
to the pebbly shore. There is the lady who, gladly ex- 
changing for the time her luxurious carpet for the 
shingles, forgets ennui. There is the poor man who, 
saving a small part of his smaJI earnings for several 
weeks, goes to be rested and elevated. There are the 
children, who stand with their round, white feet while 
the gentle waves wash over them. 

'* What are the wild waves saying ?" " live not to 

thyself alone ; even as I, restless and mighty, yet ftiMl 

my mission here — do thou use aU the powers Godgiveth 

Hee, for the good of thy kind and for his glory." And 

ny hear and strive to obey. Ah ! there are good and 
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Mgh resolutions made by the seaside. Who does not 
feel an impulse of good while standing there ? And 
they are not aU m«pely resolves. There is a gentleman 
who, standing to watch the gay pleasure-seekers as they 
take their seats in the little boats, speaks softly 
and kindly one or two sentences. What are they P 
Simply efforts, followed by silent prayer, to raise those 
happy hearts from nature up to nature's God. There is 
a lady, too, who, as she walks along the clean, broad 
street, or the fine pier, tears from a cheap Testament one 
leaf, and politely presents it to the passers by. Sow on, 
dear servants of Jesus, he wiU reward you ! 

""What are the wild waves saying ?" "The floods 
have lifted up, Lord, the floods have lifted up their 
voice : the floods lift up their waves." " The Lord on 
high is mightier than the noise of many waters, yea, 
than the mighty waves of the sea.*' ** The earth is the 
Lord's, and the frdness thereof; the sea, and all that 
dwell therein." 

''Thou liftest up thy solemn voioe 
To every wind and sky. 
And all our earth's green shores rejoice, 
In that one harmony. 

It ^s the noontide's calm profound. 

The sunsefs heaven of gold ; 
And the still midnight hears the sound. 

Even as first it rolled. 

Let there be silence deep and strange. 

Where sceptred cities rose : 
TAou speak'st of One who doth not change— 

So may our hearts repose." 

Mrs, Memans, 



IPtmraljk 



What a miserable word to pronounce ! How we see 
the pouting lips, the dull eyes, the contracted bmwa 



88 

that accompany it ! And yet, what a household word 
it is ! 

Mr. Miles comes home after a morning of vexatioii 
and weariness, and sits down to a laden tahle, every 
inch of which might speak of His love who never forgets 
to answer the oft-repeated prayer, " Give us this day 
our daily hread." But bread, nor all the other things, 
satisfy Mr. Miles, for, seeing his favourite dish absent, 
he grumbles, " What a miserable dinner !" 

The parched earth opens its mouth to the Great Rain- 
giver, and he sends black clouds and heavy rain-drops. 
They fall on the waiting leaves, and they temble with 
joy — on the green grass, and it smiles with beauty — on 
the little flowers, and they laugh out their fragrant 
breath on the corn-stalks, and they raise their heads in 
gratitude on mmij and he pulls his hat over his dark 
brows, and mutters, "What a miserable day!" 

There is one who professes to live near Him at whose 
right hand " is fulness of joy." He reads all his mes- 
sages caUiiig upon him to *' rejoice and be exceeding 
glad," and then, because his business does not always 
prosper, or the wind blows, and gives him a cold, or his 
friends displease him, groans, " What a miserable 
world P^ 

Ah ! just, isn't it ? Only think of the long, dark list 
of miserable summer days, miserable loving hearts, 
miserable flower-gardens, miserable sea-side beauties, 
miserable music-parties, miserable singing voices, miser- 
able interesting books, miserable pretty children, miser- 
able warm firesides, miserable everything. Oh ! isn't 
it a miserably miserable world ? 



§tar xl 



Yes, bear it ! Suppose people who have a few more 

guineas in their pockets do pass you coldly and proudly 

^ — suppose they will not believe that beneath your 
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coarser coat beats a warm, strong heart — suppose they 
think not of high and noble thoughts that course each 
other with lightning-like rapidity through your brain, 
cold looks, harsh words a/re painful : but you can bear 
them. 

Perhaps you know something of calumny, how it 
stings, how it darkens earth, how it makes fair hopes 
and bright dreams fade, as flowers before the hot breath 
of the Sirocco : but you can bear it. A few years of 
endurance, and if there be the pure life, all these 
whispers will not have injured you. 

Suppose your efforts fail, and the clull blast of ad- 
versi% blows over you, still calmly hear on. The 
night cannot last for ever, the day will come. 

Oh, there is something so sublime in calm and silent 
endurance ! It %o ennobles and purifies that it is enough 
to make us bless God for the trial which brought it forth. 
If you are suffering, reader, with none to sympathize 
but the Smiter himself, be assured that if he sanctifies 
it you will come forth from the fire as gold purified. 
Be patient, be submissive ; strength lies in the stroke 
that now weakens you, and the deep, dark waters bear 
you on their troubled bosom still on to a haven of calm 
and eternal rest. 

" And thou too, whosoe'er thou art, 

That readest this brief psalm. 
As one by one thy hopes depart. 
Be resolute and calm." 



"Impossible! so it is no use to try!" These are 
words that we often hear and often speak too, leanine 
back in the chair, and folding our arms as if in ^x\^^ 
helplessness, to give better point to the forcible remaxk. 
"Did we not write at school, * Attempt not impossiit)!- 
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Hties,' and do not the difficultieB tliat beset us prove 
that there are many impossible things ? Of course they 
do, and so we won*t try any more !" 

Ah ! there's wisdom ! But stay. Is it impossible ? 
People are sometimes mistaken here. 

" It is impossible for me to be clever. Other people 
have more talent, more advantages — a better educatioiL 
than I. Everything seems against me. It is impossible 
for me to get on." Tush ! It is not ! Of course there 
are obstacles, of course there are discouragements, of 
course there are difficulties. Every one has them. But 
if you really feel yourself inferior, and long to rise in 
intelligence, you may. You have only to resolve and 
strive. ^^ JBe determined ^^ is a good motto, before 
which seeming impossibilities melt away. 

**It is impossible for me to get Mends. iCTo one 
loves or respects me. Affection, unasked and unsought- 
for, is lavished on some, while it seems impossible for 
me to be understood or liked.** N'Of it isnH. Do not 
despair. Deserve, and then desire. Let your character 
be high and noble, and your manners modest and kind| 
and you mmt be loved. People will not be able to help 
it. Or, if one prove cold and heartless, try another. 
There are plenty of warm, faithful hearts "to let," if 
you only "inquire within." 

" It is impossible for me to be useful. If I were rich, 
and had plenty of time and money at my disposal, or if 
my station were higher, and I had more influence, I 
might accomplish something; but as it is — it is im- 
possible for me to do any good." Again allow us to 
say most emphatically, " Ix is not !" You may be for 
more useful than thousands who are high and noble in 
life, if you have only the mil. 

Yet there are some impossibilities. It is impossible 
for that man to succeed in anyi^ng who is for ever 
saying to himself, '^ / ean*L'^ M is als» impeesihle i» 
fail^ if, with strong and unwa(veri«g detenniaation, we 
l»?Q88 on and on, over stonas and haeg3 and mountain 
"•ps, r^ardli^fie of blooding fiBfitiaod weexj ixsoim, with 
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a heart that will not despair, aad energy that wUl not 
be baffled; and a pTupose that shall succeed. There 
are very few things impossible to stteh hearts — ^provided 
always that the object be that upon which we can ask 
and expect Grod's blessing. 

*' Go, labour ou, while it is day. 

The long, dark night is hastening on ; 
Speed, speed thy work, up from thy sloth. 
It is not thus that souls are won !" 



f 0k ®iw %nat\eit;. 



" Tis not enough to love but one, 

Tho ' one we surely may love best,— 
Some ' kindred spirit,' that alone 

Finds answer in our inmost breast. 
And some are linked by ties of birth-— 
These may be dearest upon earth. 

But the true Christian's heart must feel 

A kindly glow for all mankind ; 
Must sympathize in woe and weal. 

However wide apart the mind. 
The station of the man may be. 
Who claims a brother's sympathy." 

Emma Jane Wbrhoise, 

"What a loving little piece of advice it is which is 
thus given us, and how happy must all those be who 
follow it! 

'* Love One Ai^OTHEa ! " The great Father of us 
all has given us large hearts which thirst for love, as 
the parched tomgue for water, and which are as capable 
of giving as receiving it. We must love, even as we 
must breathe to live. And yet there is need of this 
injunction, for although we love just the chosen few, 
with whom our spirits can commune, how very little 
affection we feel for the universal brotherhood ! The 
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busy toilers that we pass in the street every day of our 
life, the crowds of poor uneducated beings that live 
around us in hundreds, the casual acquaintance who 
takes the liberty of differing j&om us, how micch do tee 
love them ? And yet there beats within them the same 
yearning, human heart, feeling, to a great extent, 
the same pleasures, the same troubles, living much the 
same lives, and perhaps travelling to the same home. 
''Love One Anothee!" 

" The world is full of beauty. 
As brighter worlds above. 
And if we did our duty, 
It might be full of love." 

The beauty of the pencilled flowers, the velvet green- 
sward, the sun-set dyes, the rainbow hues, the stream- 
let's whisper, the bird's song, and the voice of the 
"wild waves," speak they not all of His love, who 
gave Himself for us ? 

Bear Reader, if He so love us, " ought not we to 
love one another?" Oh, let us ever give the kindly 
word, the helping hand, the affectionate glance ; let us 
seek to please, and be like him who said, *' Love one 
another." 



It's iiff 1st f ijing. 



"Pear not, thou, encounter boldly 
That which meets thee on the way ; 
He who went before hath told thee. 

Thou shalt overcome one day ! 
Nerve thy heart with strong assurance. 
Brace thy hand to long endurance." 

" The Dove on the Cross,*' 

Of course not. Didn't Hannibal find it so in his daring 
attempt to scale the Alps? And does not everybody 
who endeavours to mount different, but not always less 
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difficult, mountains ? Is it any use sowing seed ? Is 
it any use teaching the young ? Is it any use getting 
up early in the morning to labour? Is it any use 
chiseling at a senseless block of marble ? Is it any use 
trying ? '* Ant use ?" Man immortal ! ay ! 

"Heart within and God o'er head," 

it w " any use !" There is nothing thou may'st not dare 
to strive for. lift up the head thou hast suffered to 
hang down, toward the everlasting hills whence 
strength cometh, and begin. There is a world to be 
converted, whole nations to be purified — ^thyself to be 
elevated. Einging in thy ears is the din of battle, join 
it, resolve to conquer or die! Eaise thyseK! Thou 
may'st be one of earth's lowly ones; but is that any 
reason why thou should* st not yet be a star of the 
first magnitude ? Be not discouraged — ^press on ! 
Voices above, around, within thyself are caUmg. Care 
not for disappointments and failures. 

"Time will bring a sure reward- 
Try, try, try again." 



It had been a sultry day in July. The surcharged 
clouds gathered in the evening, and foretold a storm to 
the weather-wise. Little Harry was playing in the garden, 
picking up the rose-leaves that had fallen, when a vivid 
flash of lightning clave the darkness sky. He looked up 
hastily. ** Oh ! what was that ?" he thought. ** Heaven 
is up there ; perhaps when it opens again I can see God, 
or the angels ; — ^perhaps it was an angel." " Harry, 
Harry! do come in directly," hastily called his mother. 
" Come here, in the dark, where we can't see the light- 
ning." "Why, mother?" "Oh! it is terrible— we 
may be stricken !' ' Ah ! how much better would it have 
been had that mother whispered to her boy the thrilling 
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words — " He that dwelleth in the secret place of the 
Most High shall ahide under the shadow of the Al- 
mighty." 

•* Father, I can't understand how it is God can hear 
me, while I can't see Him. "When I say my prayers^ 
it seems as if He is ever so far off, and I can't get at 
Him. Are you sure he can hear me ?" " Yes, yes, 
Walter, He can hear you ; He is everywhere, you kno^r. 
But don't tease now ; lie still and go to sleep." 

" IS'ow, my dear children," began a Sunday-school 
teacher, *' I want you to think of this — ^Eternity may 
be very near to all of us. Ytm are not too young to 

die, and, perhaps " Oh, Miss Lawrence, I want to 

speak to you a minute ; just come here. But I fear I 
shall disturb you." " Oh, no, you will not. I was not 
saying anything particular, (!) and it is nearly time for 
the address. iN^ow, children, sit still till classes are 
over." 

Fanny Farmer sat between her mother and Mher, 
listening to a beautiful sermon on the blessedness and 
holiness of Christ's followers ; after which, she saw them 
partake of the Lord's-supper. "I wonder if they are 
so very good," she thought, as, going home, she heard 
them talking about "the long, dry sermon;" *'the 
expensive dress Miss Hadwick wore ;" what a squeaky 
voice Sherton gives the hymns out in," &c., &c. Ar- 
rived at the door. " iN'o Ann home," says Mrs. Far- 
mer. " Whv can't that girl come out directly the ser- 
vice is over? But no ; she must stay gossiping till the 
last, of course." She came, however, and the storm 
subsided. Fanny embraced the opportunity to ask if 
she might have tea in the parlour. " Ko ! company was 
coming." Poor Fanny ! as she took her seat with Ann, 
she could not help wishing Jesus was to be one of the 
guests ; for, she thought, He would be sure to say, 
" Forbid her not." 

'* Forbid them not." Soft and sweet as the music of 
the autumn breeze, or the summer sea, come these gentle, 
loving words from the children's Friend. Thou think- 
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est they were spoken to the harsh disciples long, long 
ago. But dost thou not hear them now ? Listen thou 
around whom these bright things gather like sunbeams. 
It is thy Saviour who asks thee, ** Forbid them not," 
by harsh words, looks of indifference, careless acts. 
There Se stands, who died for thee and them, with open 
arms, and beckoning hands, and loving heart, waiting to 
receive them. Wilt thau have the honour of leading 
those white round feet through the green pastures of 
his love ? Wnt thou polish these gems to sparkle in 
his crown ? 

"Forbid them not" Oh! this world is cold and 
rough for such ja-agile pilgrims ! Bleak blow the winds, 
and wildly howl the tempests. It needs that they be 
folded in some sheltering arm, upheld by some mighty 
hand. 

'* Forbid them not." The Holiest has need of them. 
It is right that the brightest, fairest of his creatures be 
consecrated to him. That the unwiinkled brow and . 
light heart be enlisted for his service. 

" Forbid them not." There is work for them to do ; 
spirits which none but theirs can touch, sorrows which 
none but they can soothe. 

" Forbid them not." There is room for them in our 
Father's house. There are mansions for them to fill ; 
robes for them to wear, a part in the triumphant song 
for them to take. Oh ! teach them the rudiments now. 
Lead them to his footstool, and let their infant tongues 
lisp his name. Teach them to shout in their joy 
Hosanna! Mother, father, teacher^ £iend^ for Jesus' 
sake, " Forbid tbsm not." 

** Oh ! say not, dream not, heavenly notes 

To childish ears ave yam ; 
Vhat the young mind at randoxn floate. 

And oaimot reach the strain. 
Dim or unheard the words may ftll, 

And yet theifaeaven«taaght irnnd 
Maf leam the saored air, and all 

Tfaid hitimoDy unwiad." dKaak. 
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^int^ is Cffmmg, 



" I read in every withered leaf 
A token, prophecy, and sign, 
That, even so, as frail and brief 
Must be this earthly shell of mine ; 
Soon must I bid the world a last farewell. 
This glorious world of flowers, where yet I love to dwelL 

These woods will all be green again. 

And in their depths the birds will sing ; 
The Lark will pour his lofty strain 
Through many a future budding spring ; 
And I to have my spring ! a spring of joy, 
Where nought the expanded flower shall canker or destroy." 

JEmma Jane Worhoise. 

The lialf-stripped branches of the groaning trees that 
beat time to the wild, deep, music-notes of the wind — 
the clouds of dust that are whirled along the dry road- 
side — ^the drooping chrysanthemums, the farewell gift 
of summer — ^the columns of smoke rising from the 
chimnies of our towns and cities — the cold frosty nights 
— ^proclaim to us that winter is coming. 

" Winter is coming." Light dresses, white curtains, 
fancy stove papers, are stowed away, where they may 

" Sleep till warm weather comes back, poor things," 

and doors axe closed, windows kept fastened, coals 
burned, and the hearth-rug becomes quite a favourite 
place of resort. The aged begin to keep in the wannest 
comer, and talk of east winds ; and the carefiil house- 
wife hunts for warm wrappers, and thick gloves, and 
over-coats, with many strict injimctions to ti^e thought- 
less members of her household to be sure and wrap up. 
Beading among the roses, and chatting under the walnut- 
trees, are exchanged for the snug seat by the crackling 
fire, and the group roimd the piano ; and the fashion- 
able salutation is — " "What very cold weather !" 
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*' Winter is coming." Boys and girls in boarding 
schools, students in colleges, apprentices in marts and 
warehouses, young men and women in shops, and a 
hundred others are beginning to count up the weeks to 
Christmas, and to dream of home firesides, with their 
accompaniments, family greetings, and hearty welcomes, 
amid scenes hourly remembered. 

" Winter is coming." In the graveyard softly fall 
the withered leaves upon the beds of the quiet sleepers. 
^' Dying — dying," is written on all that is beautiful 
here. Those who make our hearths so joyful now, to 
whom we cling with such deep, deep love, may 
be fading away. The hectic flush, the short breathing, 
the hoarse voice, the painful cough, may be precursors 
of what we dread so much. "Who knows but that before 
the spring returns the heart that beats so lovingly against 
our own may be silent — the warm hands that press us, 
cold and stiff — the bright eyes that smile on us, closed 
— the tone that blesses us hushed for ever ! Oh ! let 
us think of this when the hasty word rises to our lips, 
the selfish thought reigns in our spirit ! Let us not say 
that which we would give worlds to have unsaid then. 
Let us pray to be tender, forbearing, forgiving, unselfish ! 
Let us surround our homes and their inmates with warm, 
loving kindnesses through these cold, dark days 1 

" Winter is coming." It may be the winter of our 
lives ! The snow-flakes may be our winding-sheet — the 
winter blast may chant our requiem ! Are we ready 
for the change ? Do we dread 

" The grave as little as our bed ?" 

Beyond it there is a land of everlasting spring and 
amaranthines. Are we waiting for the invitation, **Lo! 
the winter is past, the rain is over and gone. Arise, 
my love, my fair one, and come away ?" 



98 



" Ay, that's the very house ! I know 
Its ugly windows, ten a-row ! 

Its chimneys in the rear ! 
And there's the iron rod so high 
That drew the thunder from the sky. 

And turned our tahle-heer ! 

There I was hirched ! there I was hred I 
There, Uke a Uttle Adam fed 

From Learning's woeful tree ! 
The weary tasks I used to con ! 
The hopeless leaves I wept upon ! 

Most fruitless leaves to me I" 

Mood. 

**/ wish I were again a child T Exactly so. 
"Wouldn't it he nice to have bright eyes, and sunny 
brow, and tripping feet, aad short hair, and dirty pina- 
fores ? To go for a long walk, and leave of making: 
pretty mud-pies, to gather bright, red berries (while the 
servant isn't looking) ; to be all found out at night, and 
condemned to take ^^nice salts and senna,'' or nice 
powders in jam; to stand crying and shivering in the 
morning, till some one finds time to dress you ; to be 
hurried off to school — just as you do so want to be loved 
and petted by mamma ; to be told that grammar and 
arithmetic are " veey easy ;" to keep on forgetting that 
the most sinful sin you can commit is to make a noise ; 
to have to learn twelve hard words for telling Harry 
Harris you had a big plum-pudding for dinner ; to be 
called " names " all the way home, and have your " I'll 
tell mamma," replied to by, " Who cares for her ;" to 
be sent to bed by six o'clock, and told to *' go to sleep, 
or Bogie will have you !" Oh ! happy ^ happy, child- 
hood ! Who does not long to live it fidl over again ? 

" Oh! those sunny days of youth P^ Ah! were not 
they beautiful when you awoke to life as it is ! When 
you first learnt that the friend you most loved and trusted 
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eofdd sneer at you ; when you walked tinder tbe sliade 
of tlie walnut-trees in the evening, and whispered all 
sorts of sweet nonsense, to be laughed at in the morn- 
ing; when you had to leave home, and all its dear as- 
sociations, and go forth into the cold world, to meet 
little beside scorn and indifference; when you first 
made the consoling discovery, that after all you were 
only nobody, and every body thought so ! Wasn't it 
beautiful ? 

"Well ! it had its joys ; but it had its sorrows alsov 
Perhaps 

" *Tis distance lends enchantment to the yiew," 

and that accounts for our looking back so lovingly to 
the past. Yet, surely every season may be happy if we 
make it so. Every day brings its pleasures from our 
Father's hand ! Let us, then, while we look gratefully 
at bye-gone times, be more concerned to 

** Act, act in the living present- 
Heart within, and God o'er head." 



" Not a bit ! People are far too busy to attend to you 
if you do. There's something more to do than to listen 
to complainers ? Besides, who cares for you, or your 
misfortunes? Has not everyone hiTmelf to care for? 
Of course he has ! Suppose your feet a/re bleeding with 
the roughness of the way — ^is that any reason why you 
should stay ? Oh, never mind ! Go on up the hill— . 
you will only get a rude push or two if you halt. 

Suppose everything is against you. Press on ! You 
ought to expect nothing but hard work and wretched- 
ness, and then you would not be disappointed ! 

Suppose you are alone in this wide, cold world! 
"Well — you can live witiiout Mends, can't you ? You 
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see they get on very well without you. Love, and 
friendsHp, and sympathy are not quite the breath of 
life, are they ? 

You have the privilege of weeping, you know — ^tears 
of blood — ^if they will relieve you ! Only don't let any 
one see you, because it is not always pleasant to be 
laughed at ! 

You must have sympathy! Oh, nonsense! Crasli 
down into your own heart the wild torrent of agony. 
There is plenty of room for it there. 

"It will kill "you! Well — ^you can be spared. 
The world will travel on very nicely without you ! 
There are a hundred waiting to step into your place 
directly you vacate it. Few, very few — ^perhaps none, 
will regret you. 

Yet know, weary and heavy-laden one, there is an 
eye that marks you lovingly — a heart that loves you 
tenderly! Human affections are passing sweet, but 
they can never equal the unutterable love of Jesus. 
You are all the dearer to the despised I^azarene, because 
you are walking in the paths his feet have worn. He 
sympathizes — ^he cares for you — ^you cannot weary him 
with your complaints ! Earth's loves will fade and die ; 
its friendships are as the morning cloud and early dew — 
but with Hnf there " is no variableness, neither shadow 
of a turning." 

Love Him, sufferer ! Pour the wealth of the heart he 
made at his feet who alone is worthy. He only can 
give you "joy for mourning — ^the garment of praise for 
the spirit of heaviness." Love hun, and may he bless 
you with his friendship / 

''And as the human love grows oold. 

That was so dear to me, 
I try to loose the broken reeds. 

And closer cling to thee. 
Keep me, my Saviour, by tby side. 

And I must happy be ! 
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But make me patient, make me strong 

On this world's changing shore ; 
And keep me humble at thy feet. 

Nor let me wander more. 
Till I see thete. Saviour, face to face. 

When the discipline is o'er." 

JSmma Jane Worhoise. 



Yes, come little child with the flaxen hair and cloud- 
less eye ! There is nothing repulsive or Mghtfdl here ! 
Pass reverently by the sweet beautiful flowers affection's 
trembling hand has planted by tiie remains of its loved 
ones. Thou art a flower thyself, and none may say 
how soon the great Husbandman may transplant thee 
to his own garden. 

And come, lady, with the love-wreathed brow, and 
the well-spring of gladness at thy heart, and treadlightly, 
for " God's acre" is holy ground ! The rustle of thy costly 
dress will not disturb the quiet sleepers beneath, who 
were once as beautiful, as joyous, and as loved as thou. 
Ask thyself, when thy head lies low as theirs, will thy 
spirit bloom with amaxanthines in paradise ? 

And, merchant, close the books over which thy 
heated head has been bending, and come breathe the 
scented air which brings voices from another land. It 
will not be loss of time, if thy spirit lose its earth-crust, 
and, soaring upward, desire to **lay up treasure in 
heaven.'' 

And come, poor man, who hast toiled all day and art 
weary, for the very atmosphere has something of rest in 
it. Thou shalt not labour for ever; if thou art God's 
labourer, **He giveth His beloved sleep." And come, 
aged and afflicted, — dost thou shrink from death ? Oh, 
surely not where all is so calm and peaceful, especially 
if ye axe His friends who is the " Eesurrection and the 
life." 
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Yea, come all of you, for holy are the lessons we may 
learn in the sleeping place ! Earth may not engross us 
here; eternity is the aU-important theme ! Summer is 
coming, and who knows hut on its wing may be " the 
pestilence that walketh in darkness — ^the destruction 
that wasteth at noon-day ?* ' God forbid ! hut if it should, 
it will be weU to have left the haunts of life occasionally, 
and become familiar with its close — well to have com- 
muned with departed spirits — well to have talked with 
Him, to whom "belong the issues of life and death" in 
the cemetery. 

"Now open to us, gates of peace ! 
Here let the pilgrim's journey cease. 
Ye quiet slnmberers make room. 

In your still home, 
For the new stranger who has come ! 

How many graves around us lie ! 
How many homes are in the sky ! 
1 Yes I for each saint doth Christ prepare 

A place with care — 
Thy home is waiting, brother, there !" 



The battle cry is sounding ! There is work to do. 
Christ's soldiers are gathering, and preparing to meet 
the foe, with the stem resolution to conquer or die. In 
our laughing valleys, on our singing hills, there is the 
trail of the serpent — the devastation of the enemy. 
Against him thousands are fighting — but thousands 
more are required. Are you ready ? 

On the scroll of your life a list of duties is written. 
Energy, perseverance, self-denial are required. Some 
of your work will be pleasant and congenial — some will 
be very difficult, and your spirit will shrink from it. 
But God requires it of you. He will have willing 
service, or you will have the startling question, " Why 
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stand ye here all the day idle ?" Time is short ! Are 
you ready ? 

Your way may he smooth and sunny now. But 
yonder there are heavy clouds gathering. From your 
pleasant path the roses will fade, and the sun set. The 
eyes that smile, and the lips that hless, will leave you 
alone and comfortless, perhaps, then. The time of 
adversity and sorrow will need a wing under which to 
hide, a strong arm on which to lean, an Almighty 
Priend to whom to trust. Are you ready ? 

** A little while," and you will be in the dark valley 
and the shadow of death. Familiar scenes will fade 
into mist before you. All you have known will be as 
nothing then — no prop of earth will hold you up. In 
those cold waters, will you not want a rock to cling 
to ? In that dark passage will you not need a lamp to 
guide you on to the great unseen ? Are you ready ? 

Happy, unutterably happy those who can say, 
** Beady, ay, ready.'' 



Wmm. 

Keen, penetrating eyes are ours ! "Wonderful power 
they possess : large scenes are spread open before them, 
and unweariedly they comprehend them. Things dis- 
tant and things near are read, through and through, 
sometimes, by those surpassingly precious gifts — our 
eyes. Ah ! but there is a great deal which we cannot see. 

Some of us would give a good deal for one rapid 
glance into the vast unseen. That ever-puzzling, ever- 
bafliing future — ^how densely it is shrouded from our 
view I Oh, to know what it is ! — an idea of wliat it 
may bring — a dream even ! No ! our power of seeing is 
powerless now. 

Again, we have marched along life's track seeing a 
step only at a time ; and now two roads meet — ^whicih 
shedl we take ? Oh, could we see what is the end of 
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either — ^what circumstaiices are spread along its side I 
Unseen, unseen! and in answer to our wild, helpless 
cry there is but one response : "In all thy ways 
acknowledge the Lord, and he will direct thy paths." 

Unseen, unseen ! JBLow do we know what spirits of 
good or evil are floating around us ? Perhaps we feel 
their influence, perhaps from many dangers they shield 
us ; but we know them not — ^that wonderful ethereal 
world, that may be about us, is hidden from our view. 

Unseen! The Great Presence that is about our 
uprising, and activity, and repose — our Father and 
Friend— that we could see him / The eye of faith is 
often so weak and dim ; and one glance into that loving 
face would so cheer and comfort us. 

Patience, Christian ! Soon the fogs and damps of the 
earth wiU pass before the beams of the Sun of 
Righteousness, and then — the unseen shall become a 
blessed reality. 

" Wait thou his time ! So shall thy night 
Soon end in perfect day." 



We make plenty of leginninga. We are not often so 
inconsistent as to resolve and do nothing else ; so wc 
commence the good deed, and there, too often, leave it. 
How many times do we look back upon duties begun in 
good earnest, and with hearty will, which seemed 
pleasant for awhile and alluring to our tastes, but of 
which we soon grew weary, and neglected — ^leavin^ 
them in a state of incompleteness ? 

Looking back upon past years, what do we find? 
Whole chapters of mere fragments scattered about on 
the dry pages. One contains memorials of an effort to 
master some particular science. Perhaps one bright 
spring-time we roved the green fields in search of^ 
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botanical specimens. In another, perhaps, we began a 
series of visits of mercy — alas ! not from any deep- 
rooted desire to do good, but in a fit of enthusiasm — and 
that, too, remains incomplete. 

It is sad to look at a closed life, and see how much 
more might have been done. How often we hear the 
lament, **If he could but have been spared a few years 
more to finish what he has so well begun ! " So much 
is left incomplete. Of no life can it be said, as the 
only All-perfect said of his, " It is finished T^ 

So will it be with ours. Our pet schemes, our fair 
plans, who knows but in their very midst the execution 
may be suddenly stopped ! Oh, if we thought of this, 
surely we should act differently ! Surely we should try 
to finish what we begin, and not waste our precious, 
fleeting time in lamenting the past, and complaining of 
the present, and dreaming of tiie future. We should 
act more now, should be more in earnest, so that when 
the final decision is made, we may have something more 
than incomplete works to show our Master. 



Do they ? Close together ? Are there no " reserved " 
seats at the prayer-meeting, nor in the house of God ? 
Arc there no different sets of tables at "social tea- 
meetings ?" Do the brothers and sisters sit together ? 
and cosily pass the time, though some possess lands and 
houses, and others their own strong hands and hearts 
alone ? 

" The rich and the poor meet together ! " Not very 
close, I fancy ! Of course they do meet in many places, 
but a little distance between them is preferred. It is 
true the same roof covers the rich and ttie poor, but one 
pew is carpeted and curtained, and the other isn't. 
And a poor man who would venture among the vel-"** 
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nmstn't bo bashful — fofr be has need to withstand a 
perfect storm of lifted eyebrows and flashing orbs. 

It makes such a vast difference, you see, whether a 
man has to cam his own money, or lives on what bis 
forefathers earned for him. If the former, of course he 
ifi nobody directly. He isn't to be seen in the public 
slreet. Or, if he be a member of the same church as 
the gentleman, and it is the squire's d^dy to shake 
hands, he may do it ; but the poor man's fingers won't 
ache, unless it be with cold. 

Some say the poor people prefer to sit by themselves, 
and not be noticed. WeU, perhaps they do. In these 
days, when the mechanic's son can get as good an 
education almost as the peer's it isn't at all likely that, 
he would or could enjoy a conversation with those 
whom circumstances (not worth) have placed above 
him. 

*' The Lord is the maker of them all." WeU, what 
a wonderful place heaven must be, where the rich and 
the poor are obliged to live together always ! 



%s tot iav^t 

** Forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive them that 
trespass against us." 

That little word as may well be pronounced felteringly . 
It is a solemn prayer to utter. Do we think what it 
involves ? Do we realy wish it to be answered ? Should 
we be satisfied to be forgiven as we forgive others ? It 
should be so, but who among us can feel that it is ? 

'' As we forgive !" How is that ? ** Well, if you 
are truly sorry, perhaps I may ; but never do it again. 
This is the last time I shall forgive you. Never forget 
how greatly you have offended — Inever shall." 

**A8 we forgive!" Alas! sometimes we do not 
forgive at all. Do we never go to our Father and pray 
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for remission of sin, while our hearts are harbouring 
hard and severe thoughts of others ? Does not the sun 
go down on our wrath ? 

Ah ! our Father fogives not as we ! Daily comes 
the need of his pardon ; and as often as we really repent 
and implore him, comes the sweet peace of reconciliation. 
Over and over again, with no reservation, "our sins 
and iniquities does he remember no more.*' Oh ! what 
unutterable love must he have to us — that still — ^though 
we grieve and displease him, neglect and forget him, 
his arms are ever open to our yearning hearts — ^he casts 
us not away, he frowns not — ^he rebukes not harshly I 

Oh, when shall we be like him? When will the 
irritation, and unkindness, and harshness in our spirits 
melt away into all-sympathizing, forgiving love ? 
When shall we think more of the good in our brothers 
and sisters than of their failings ; and be willing — ^not 
only at the first sign of relenting, but before — to receive 
back to our hearts those who have trespassed against us ? 

It seems as if we have need to offer a preparatory 
prayer — ^that we may be softened so as to offer in sincerity 
this beautiful model prayer of our Saviour to the Searcher 
of Hearts, and feel that we mecm ** Eorgive us our 
trespasses, as we forgive them that trespass against us.'* 



It %8 very sweet to be cared for ! These hearts of 
ours, ever hungering and thirsting for love, are made very 
happy by the care of friends. It is pleasant to feel 
that we are thought about, and taken into consideration 
— that our happiness is an important thing to others, a 
something to be promoted, and sought after, and most 
eagerly thrown around us — that some naturalhf care for 
us, not because anything can be gained thereby, not be- 
cause they are paid for it, or expect to receive any re- 
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ward for it — ^but tlirougli the spontaneous gushings of 
their own loving hearts, and because our happiness is so 
necessary to theirs. Yes, this is a great blessing, for 
which we should as earnestly thank our Father in 
heaven as for the daily bread we receive at his hands. 

But many in this chequered life are not cared for. 
Perhaps their lot is cast far from the sweet ties of home 
and kmdred into the strangers' society, where cold eyes 
indifferently pass over them, and their joy or misery 
never brings to others a single thought. Perhaps the 
icy hand of death has stilled the warm heart, and palsied 
the gentle hand that blessed them. And now they are 
bereaved and alone, treading the thorny path, with none 
to clear it of its difficulties, nor guide the faltering and 
weary feet. '* Uncared-for !" Ah, if the happy knew of 
the utter desolation these words bring, they would 
oftener stay to shed a light and smile over their suffering 
fellows. And yet, perhaps, no one is altogether uncared 
for. Surely, either far or near is some one to love even the 
most miserable ; for he who made the heart with its 
yearning depths, understands its cry for love, and will 
not disregard it. And uncared for none can be, who 
have Him for their portion. 

Ah, suffering one, cling to Him and take courage ! 
Knowest thou how he loves to wipe away the tears, 
and say to the tempest, " Peace, be still ?" The more 
thou needest his love, the more he has to give thee. 
And thou canst not be absent from him. He wiU never 
die — " will never leave thee, nor forsake thee." Ah, 
whether happy or sorrowful, let us ask him to be our 
Friend ! 



Mni flam. 



Vacant places ! They are at the hearth-stone, by the 

family table. YacEuit places, they are in the heart that 

•^s been riven of its treasures. Vacant places, they 
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are in the army of Grod's workers, in his church, in his 
vineyard. Vacant places, they are evert/where. 

Ah ! there cometh with noiseless step the gannt 
form of the great Reaper, ever gathering (it sometimes 
seems to us) the best and most valuable into the eternal 
gamer. As by a breath, the strong man is laid low, 
the warm heart ceases to beat, the busy brain is 
paralysed in the midst of its soaring thought, the right 
hand forgets its cunning, and earth is made desolate to 
the weepers. 

And thus come the vacant places. Who shall fill 
them ? Shall the Master's work stand still because the 
servant fails ? Shall the enemy prosper because these 
soldiers have gone to their reward? Are there no 
strong hearts left? Have the busy brains all disap- 
peared ? God forbid ! 

Vacant places ! Who will fiU them ? Who will be 
pastors, missionaries, teachers, in place of the departed ? 
Who will win for themselves the odour of a good name ? 
Who will win for Jesus precious undying souls ? 

Come not these lines to some with dauntless eye, 
and sinewy limb, and strong, devoted heart? Some 
with the freshness of youth upon their unfurrowed 
brows, and the warmth of *^ first love " in their un- 
shrinking hearts ? Oh, will not you fill up the vacant 
places ? Will not you come forward and offer yourself 
to Jesus ? Will not you carry forward the great work, 
and live for your fellows ? 

Dear reader, will not you remember that 

" Lives of great men all remmd us. 
We may make our lives sublime?" 



^11 (&mt 



''My earthly blessings are all irrecoverably gone.'* 
So sighed one, standing by the coffined remains of a 
loved treasure. 
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Perhaps we all have to sing this dirge some time of 
our life ; for the dark days come alike to all, when our 
idols are torn from our grasp, and the riven heart cries 
out in its anguish that it is utterly desolate. There 
may have been one blessing so vast, so inexpressibly 
precious, that it seemed ths blessing of our life, perhaps 
so many minor ones gathered around it, that when 
the smiter struck that down, we were entirely bereaved, 
so as to feel we had nothing left, and that earth were 
indeed a barren wilderness, in whose soil even the 
flowers of hope would not grow. 

All gone ! Yet it is not so ! All the shocks are not 
gathered out of God's rich harvest-field of blessing. 
There are some left for thee. And although they may 
never entirely fill the great vacancy in thy heart, yet 
receive them in love and tenderness, and they will 
comfort thee. Oh, thou art not alone in thy suffering. 
At least thou mayest have plenty of sympathy. 
Others' loads are as heavy as thine, yet many a hand is 
stretched out to help thee, only the eyes, so dim with 
weeping, see them not. Sorrow unlocks aU hearts. 
Pity, and compassion, and love 'are poured abundantly 
at the sufferer's feet— -such overwhelming, all-devoted 
love as the happy can never call forth. 

All gone ? Oh ! believe it not. God never takes 
from us our blessed inheritance of power to love and 
help others. " The poor " (in comfort, in sympathy, 
in friends, in love) **ye have always with you." Let 
us try to make them richer, let us try to shed some 
light upon the darkened life. "We are such selfish 
creatures. It is so natural to wish that others should 
love us, that our own yearning hearts might be filled — 
that in the wounds time and death and change have 
made the blessed oil of sympathy and affection may be 
poured ; yet let us strive to remember the words of the 
Lord Jesus, how he said, *' It is more blessed to give 
than to receive." 



Ill 



festbs. 



What a restless world it is ! Stand by the moaning 
sea, and look for a moment's pause of rest, but it will 
be in vain. Ever moving, never still, the waves rock 
to and fro, the ocean's mighty bosom heaves ceaselessly, 
though thousands of hearts that have beaten beside it 
are silent now for ever. 

Or stand beneath the old forest trees and listen. 
There is no rest there. The branches sway about us, 
and the strong wood blends its weird music with the 
vrhispers of the leaves, but there is no rest. Earth's 
universal trembling is there, and the leaves quiver as if 
the sorrow of the world affected them too. 

Vatch the clouds as they everlastingly float along 
over the blue sky. They, too, are ever moving rest- 
lessly, never still, performing their appointed work, and 
growing not weary. 

Ah, but these hearts of ours are far more restless than 
even these. What can satisfy them, or still their con- 
tinuous yearnings ? 

St. Augustine said, *' Thou hast made us for thyself, 
and our hearts are restless till they rest in thee." Oh, 
that each of us may know what that rest is ! Oh, that 
our hearts may find perfect peace and repose in that 
Priend above all friends, and never more grow restless. 



frag far %\m\. 

Dear reader, are you thinking of your loved ones ? 
Perhaps they are in difficulty, and the path, which you 
would make so very smooth and flowery, rough and 
thorn-strewn. Perhaps they are in a yet more danger- 
ous path, that of prosperity, and you fear lest they 
should slip, and, falling, lose the brightness of spirit ?»'-'' 
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character you so admire. Perhaps you know not in 
what circumstances they are placed, divided frono. them 
by long miles of wearisome distance. Yearns yonr 
spirit for them ? Desire you some expression of the 
fount of love gushing up in your heaxt? — Fray for 
them. 

Have you enemies ? By thoughtless, heartless Tvords 
have they stung your sensitive spirit, and wounded the 
heart already aching beneath life's burden ? Have they 
robbed you of your good name, made your Mends cold, 
and the indifferent suspicious? And do you wish to 
disarm them, to turn them into well-wishers and fellow- 
helpers ? While the heat of injured feeling lasts it is 
very difficult, but strive to do as Jesus did — -^ay for 
them. 

Your pastor — has he not often cheered and solaced 
you, led your thirsty spirit to the cool fountain of life's 
crystal water, guided you into right paths, counselled 
you in difficulties, given you always ttie precious meed 
of his Christian sympathy? And know you not how 
his own spirit often sinks within him, how his arduous 
duties are wearing out his frame, and hastening on the 
end ? And do you not long to repay him somehow, for 
all God has enabled him to do for your spiritual welfare ? 
— Then pray for him. 

Do you pity and love the great sorrowing, suffering, 
world around you, and its earnest band of workers ? 
And yet do you feel (as we all must) your weakness and 
inadequacy to benefit and help the masses ? I^ot so ; 
one thing you can do, one powerful weapon you can 
always wield — pray for them. 
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" Penalties are often so long delayed, that men think they shall 
escape ; but some time they are certain to follow."— -H<f»ry Ward 
JBeecher* 

The Penalty ! Par as possible from our minds do we 
keep the thought of that. It isn't at all pleasant and 
agreeable. Future punishment for present indulgences ! 
"Well, if we believe in it, we had rather forget it. 

Young ladies who will walk out on damp evenings 
in thin boots, who will dance away the midnight hours, 
will have to pay the penalty, although they laugh at 
the " old folks " who caution them. Some day, when 
the bright, warm ties of home are around their maturer 
hearts, and loved and loving ones cling so closely to the 
fading life, what would they not give for the time and 
health so recklessly squandered 1 But the penalty/ must 
be paid ! 

The student, who sits nightly in his study, thinks 
only of success. Bright visions has he of lame and 
distinction; but he will not look down the gloomy vista, 
whence approaches the penalty. He forgets the dim 
eye, and misty brain, and flagging pulse, that must 
follow. But foUow they will, and premature old age — 
nay, perhaps an early sunset, ere the noontide of life, 
may be the penalty. 

That youth, who never cares to make himself useftil 
and agreeable, who is sullen, and ill-tempered, who 
boasts that "he cares not what people think" — ^there is 
a penalty for him to pay ! Assuredly, he will be treated 
as he treats others. Assuredly, there will come a time 
when, all his friends having deserted him, he is alone, 
and wretched, uncared-for, and unloved. 

And the multitude who '* make haste to do evil," 
who run on in the paths of sin, thinking only of 
present pleasure, breaking down the commands of a holy 
God, trifling, sinning, the hours away, have not they a 
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penalty? — ^^ Death and destruction T^ Oil, may they 
never be ours ! Grod help us so to live, trusting in Jesus, 
that this awful penalty may be averted. 



We make great mistakes when we say we know each 
other. A slight acquaintance we may have ; a slight 
revelation we may make; — ^we may allow people to 
listen to our words, and see our faces, and learn our 
actions. But much of our real characters, tJie inner life 
of our spiritSf is a sealed book, which stranger eyes may 
not read, scan they never so keenly ! 

How often have we met in the circle of acquaintances 
and friends, when perhaps our laugh has been the 
merriest ! Ready to our lips has sprung the quick 
retort, the eager jest. And who has dreamed how the 
sad heart has wailed silently on meanwhile? "Who 
supposed that after the " good night" had been spoken, 
we lay alone in the dense midnight, crushed down, 
down by the hidden sorrow, which has pressed burning, 
bitter tears from the weary eyes, — ^sorrow too deep — ^nay, 
perhaps too sacred — ^for the eye of the fondest Mend, 
which we have to bleed under, to grapple with, to endure, 
known only to our own souls and our God. 

Or worse still, ay, very far worse — some of us know 
what it is to be in Christian company, to hear of and to 
assent to things, which we know to be truth, but which 
at that time for ourselves we cannot believe. To teU, 
to write to others of that everlasting precious Friend 
whose tenderness is ready for the love-thirsty, while 
the sad cry of our own hearts is, " Oh that I knew 
where /might find him !" To speak of the glories of 
that eternal state of felicity, when Jesus' friends shall 
sit beside him, while the inward sigh will not be stifled, 
" I shall see him, but not now; I shall behold him. 
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but not nigh." Oh ! this is agony indeed, tiiis is un- 
utterable anguish, and yet we may endure it and smile 
on ! 

Oh, brothers and sisters, deal gently with one another ! 
Surely you have known what it is to suffer thus! 
Surely you have walked with travel-worn feet and 
aching heart, while others have imputed to you wrong 
motives, and have proved that they understood you not ! 
Do not add to your friends' suffering. Oh ! pity all 
with their hidden sorrows. 



*^Safe and happy ^^ here! Around the hearth there 
gathers not a family in its joy, but sorrow too lurks near. 
Over the loveliest and best-beloved there hangs a dim 
unseen hand, whose icy touch will one day be more 
closely felt than the warm, clinging fingers of affection. 
There is no summer of flowers and sunshine, but the 
slow aproaching winter throws the shadow of its coming. 
"Safe and happy" while on aU our joys the sad doom 
"passing away" is written in letters of fire ? 

^^ Safe and happy ^^ liere ! Where the aching heart 
weeps tears of blood over the sin and sorrow that abound ! 
"Where in our country, our streets — ay, we may thank 
God if not in our very homes — crimes, the recital of 
which is appalling, are daily occurring ! When those 
we most trusted fall from their pure loftiness, and our 
eyes can rest on nothing that is not sin-stained ! Safe 
when the thunder-bolt of justice and retribution is above 
the reeking earth ! Sappy when we cannot shut our 
ears to the universal wail of woe ! 

YeSy safe and happy, if the Almighty wing be spread 
above us ! Safe, for no thunder-bolt can reach us there ! 
Sappy, for with him is fulness of joy. Safe, for he 
can never die. His love knows no shadow of change. 
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Sappy y for '* blessed is the man who trusteth in him." 
Safe, living or dying, for time or eternity, if only we 
are safe in Sim. 

There is no safety elsewhere. Tou are not safe, 
dear reader, who have no love for him, — although closely 
around you are wrapped the golden cords of affection, — 
although every step you take is guarded by tenderest 
human love, — although your dwelling be bright and 
happy, and your glad heart can count many dear ones, 
whose arms would be eagerly outstretched to shield 
you from harm. Oh no! You cannot be safe and 
happy, if you have never reposed in the cleft of the 
Eock of Ages. 

And you may be both, dear reader, who can look 
beyond the azure skies and say. My Father. There 
may be no earthly lips to bless you, no human 
arms to clasp you, your yearning heart may have no 
other to rest on, you may be alone and unloved here 
in the dark cold world. But cheer thee, suffering one, 
God will bless you. Pour all your gushing feelings of 
love and sorrow at His feet. He will receive you — ^hc 
will love you — ^he will make you safe and happy. 



""We have a fellowship with hearts. 
To keep and cultivate." 

We have ! l^o use our drawing around us the mantle 
of selfishness, and wrapping ourselves closely in it. No 
use our saying, " WeU, I'll be friendly, if he make the 
first advances." No use our fancying that we can live 
and be happy — ^fulfilling our mission — ^without accom- 
plishing our work of love. We have to cultivate a 
fellowship with hearts ! 

Sow and where ? In the home circle — among those 
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with whom we are in daily contact. Even there, there 
are hidden sorrows whose depths we cannot fathom. 
Ah, let us beware lest we add a feather's weight to the 
burden they have to bear ! Let us check the impatience, 
or carelessness, or neglect, that somehow seems to get 
too much of a habit with us — ^in our homes. 

Mow and where ? In the sick room. It is a brother, 
a sister, who lies there, helpless, weak, faint-hearted. 
You in the strength and vigour of God's best gift — per- 
fect health — can you not love, pity, help? However 
trifling the gift, circumstances — ^nay, God will make it 
precious. Do not shrink from this fellowship with 
suffering — this sympathizing with the afflicted. 

Hovj and where ? In the street. Oh, did you ever 
notice what crowds of sad faces pass you there ? What 
restless, eager, busy hearts, ay, and what aching ones, 
too, are there ! Our hrotherhood ! But what marks of 
poverty! What stains, what sorrows! Oh, to wipe 
one tear, to stanch one wound, to cheer one heart! 
And a kindly look into sorrowful eyes will often do it. 
A word, a touch, has saved many from despair. 

-HW and wh&ref Everywhere, It is our duty to 
make many friends — to be loved, warmly and gratefully, 
and the ordy sure way is, to love, I^o time is lost that 
is spent in cementing affection. And the good Pather 
of us all gave to us these restless, yearning hearts, ever 
hungering for love, that we might care for each other. 
How ? As nearly as possible as Jesus did — pleasing not 
ourselves, going about doing good. 



This is one of life's lessons. Invaluable, but very, 
very difficult to learn and remember. It has to be 
conned again and again, has to be written and re- written 
(often with a pen of fire) upon the heart's tablets, has 
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to be impressed upon the mmd by a long course of 
severe discipline. 

Por it is 80 sweet to hope ! Hope showers gems of 
beauty and brilliancy over our pathway, cheers to-day, 
and paints to-morrow in gorgeous colours — ^makes the 
heart bounding, the eye beaming, the step buoyant. 
Hope is the ever-flaming torch that illumines our 
onward way. Hope is the spirit's richest music ravish- 
ing with its sweet symphonies. Hope shines on the 
dense dark cloud of life, and turns it into a beautiful 
chromatrope. Yes, it is very sweet to hope. 

Ah! but it is "better to trmt than to hope I ^^ 
Who has not felt how fallacious is the joy of hope ? 
Who has not seen the whole array of his airy castles 
swept away at a breath, leaving him stricken and 
desolate on the bleak, rugged mountain waste ? Who 
has not fallen beneath the heart-sickness of hope 
deferred ? Who has not seen its brightest light extin- 
guished in the gloom of disappointment ? 

Yes ! " it is better to trust than to hope." Better, 
far better than employing our time in pleasant day- 
dreams — to trmt to our Father's better, wiser hands. 
Better to leave the navigation of the great ocean of the 
unseen entirely to him. Better not to plan, and hope 
for, some fancied pleasure or good — he knows what is 
best for us. We, with our limited capacities, make 
mistakes; but "his understanding is infinite." It is 
better not to grope about in the dark desert, seeking 
for light and food, but, like a child in its mother's 
arms, safe and liap'py^ trusting in the tenderness and 
strength of those everlasting arms. 

" Better to trust than to hope." So while we thank 
our Father for the beautiful though fitful light of hope, 
let us love and cherish the cabn, blessed feeling of 
trust, and when one by one our hopes fade, we shall 
know it is loell, for God cannot disappoint us. 
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§ear ft ®itt Jlitotljtf s §ttrto. 

^'Bear ye one another's burdens/*' A yery beautiful 
motto. Indeed it might be caUed a golden rule. But, 
then, we don't often appropriate golden things to common 
use ! It is very good to read, and talk about it, but 
then it is not quite so pleasant to practise it, and — ^not 
very easy either. 

^'Bea/r ye one another's hurdens!'' But we have our 
own burdens to bear: quite heavy enough they are, 
without having to be sad with the sorrows of others ! 
"We haven't time to attend to them. We've so much to 
do for ourselves. Don't we have headache and heartache ? 
Aren't we often cast down ? Do not we find thorns in 
the way ? Presses not our own weight of trouble upon 
our weary shoulders ? How, then, can we bear others' 
burdens ? 

^^Bear ye one another's burdens T' "Well, but then 
we would rather bear anything than burdens ! "We 
are quite willing to bear one another's pleasures, pro- 
sperity, ease, health, comfort ; but burdens are such dis- 
agreeable things ! 1^0 one ever found us behind in 
attentions to the rich and happy ; we have no objection 
to walk with them along the shaded flowery way ; but 
liie sun is scorching where the burdened tread, and 
poverty, and sickness, and loneliness are such 'oery 
wearying things ! 

^^Bear ye one another's burdens, and so fulfil the law 
of Christ J' Oh, brothers and sisters, how dare toe call 
ourselves Christians if ever we allow any of those other 
sentiments to live in our hearts ! We selfish, pleasure- 
seeking, indolent — we the disciples of Jesus — ^who 
** pleased not himself" — ^who had "respect unto the 
lowly" — ^who says, " Come unto me, aU ye that labour 
and are heaA)y laden, and J will give you rest .^" 

Let us take another lesson at his feet. Let us learn 
how to ease the aching shoulders of our fellow-travellers 
by bearing a part of their load. Let ub think less -^ 
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ourselves — ^be pitying, thoughtful, tender-hearted — 
striving to scatter the blessings of love and kindness, 
even though they fall not on our own path too plentifully, 
" and 80 fulfil the law of Christ'* 



ItisOTlrU Sinners. 

The light came dimly through the stained glass 
windows of the old church, and a dreamy feeling of 
comfort rested in the cushioned and curtained pews. 
Solemnly rose the minister's voice, " Grod, the 
Father of heaven: have mercy upon us, miserable 
sinners/' 

** Miserable sinners," echoed careless lips. The 
maiden thought of the manly form beside her, and was 
happy. The merchant remembered his last week's 
balance. The mother looked proudly at the bright little 
ones beside her. 

" Miserable sinners ! " Mourners were there — ^their 
sombre garments not more dark than the shade resting 
upon their faces. Deep in their memories were fresh 
graves on whose lowly occupants the sun might not 
break. And the cry for mercy was wrung from their 
hearts by the iron hand of bereavement. 

" Miserable sinners !" In one pew it was whispered 
softly — so softly that he who stood next might not hear. 
Yet in the eyes of the lady who uttered it were tears — 
not of joy. Ah, wealth is not happiness ; and when 
the gold becomes dim, and the beautiful but fragile 
idols fall, the naked spirit cries in anguish, ** Have 
mercy upon us, miserable sinners." 

*' Miserable sinners ! " In the crowded free-seats, the 
words were groaned, rather than spoken. Poverty and 
toil, hunger and discomfort, oppressed the multitudes, 
who could but feel that their petition reached ears (not 
loaf as men's), and touched a heart full of compassion. 
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** Miserable sinners!" Up to the throne arose the 
petition from some hearts unused to prayer, on whom 
the burden of iniquity lay heavy ; and in heaven the 
song spread, " Behold he prayeth,^' 

" Miserable sinners!" Some, whom the earth comited 
worthy, upright, honourable, generous, breathed the 
prayer earnestly ; for in the presence of the holy God, 
in his sanctuary — who is pure ? 

We, too, may well join — "Have mercy upon us, 
miserable sinners." 



^anteams- 

Gay glittering sunbeams fell aslant our path now that 
the spring has come. We walk over the brilliant track, 
where every step shows some fresh glory, and our feet 
acquire new buoyancy, and our eyes rest upon new 
beauty. 

Thank God for sunbeams. Even the close-pent city 
prisoner is visited by their friendly glances, and his 
silent room has better thoughts for it. 

And across "the landscape of our life" how many 
sunbeams fall ! Every morning, amid the very earliest 
glimpses of light, they are beside us ; through the long 
bright day they are continued; and even in the still 
eventide, or solenm night, God's sunbeams forsake 
us not. 

Dost ask what they are, life that seems ever shaded? 
They are the blessings which are never withheld. No 
life so dark that the sunbeams of love cheer it not. 
The very humblest, and loneliest — ay, and most sinful, 
can count upon some heart which throbs for him. Some 
land eyes smile upon us ; some gentle hand lifts the 
burden from our heart, and leaves thereon only the 
weight of loving gratitude. Some sweet voice, sweeter 
than the sweetest music, blesses us, and who docs not 
therefore thank God for his sumbeams ! 
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So does "this wilderness" blossom as the rose, when 
fresh from our Father's hand such blessings come — not 
only the food and raiment which we need, but the 
better gifts to make our hearts glad, the finer blessings 
not essential to mere bodily enjoyment. He knew how 
bright eaxth could be with the sunbesmi of love, and he 
sent it to gladden us. 

Oh, what a bountiful Father is ours! Will not 
eternity be too short to speak his praise ? 



What shadotps we are, and what shadows we pursue / " 
Very pithy and expressive this proverb, ay, and 
very, very true. From childhood upward, in eager, 
earnest crowds we race through life, chasing — what? 
Lasting good? Eternal treasures? Oh, no; only 
shadows ! 

We, who so pride ourselves on our wisdom, who feel 
BO far above the lower creation, who walk about as if 
the earth belonged to us, what simple children we are ! 
Wearying ourselves over the stony roadside, beneath the 
scorching sun, staying but seldom to drink of life's pure 
streams, but ever urging ourselves on, and ever on, in 
our restless pursuit — of shadows. 

How many have run until they grew parched and 
death- stricken, after gold ! Yielding up all beside in 
fearful intentness on the one object. And stiQ, as the 
feet have grown swifter, the shadow has been fleeter — 
often never overtaken — or, after all, vanished at the 
lightest touch. 

Approbation ? How it allures its hundreds into dark, 

and slippery, and hidden paths ! It looks so beautiful 

in the distance — surely that is a reality, and the words 

^ praise would be balm to the heart? Never, never i 
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' Tis a thin flimsy shadow — ^vory hard to get — and well- 
nigh worthless when gained. 

Human love ? Thousands live for nothing else. Does 
it repay them ? A breath passes over it, and the flower 
dies ; a speck approaches, and the sun sets ; a feather 
rests on it, and the chain breaks. Our Mends ? Dis- 
tance severs them, death snatches them away — ^there 
is none abiding. We live in a world of shadows, and 
the real is ever beyond us. 

Oh, fiiends, shall we not leave off this fruitless search ? 
Shall we not turn our eyes to eternal realities ? Shall 
we not rise higher than our childish sports, and hold 
out our arms to clasp, not shadows, but everlasting 
things? God help us that our whole lives bo not 
wasted. 



Brighter days are coming. The pent-up denizens of 
our crowded towns and cities are numbering the weeks 
between them and their anticipated trip into the sweet 
green country, where they may live a freer life, breathe 
a purer air, and wander amid the flowers and birds. 
Very strengthening and invigorating will those days be ; 
the limbs will relax, the chests expand, and the hearts 
spring up in joyousness and glee. Already there is the 
promise of their appearing : children stand in the market- 
place with their little bunches of culled flowers, and 
some soft breezes seem almost to be wafted with them, 
and so the weary quicken their pace, and look hopefully 
forward. 

Brighter days are coming. Thankful spirits offer 
songs of praise for the sunslune and shower that make 
the spring so full of hope. Such glad promise of a 
harvest, which shall make our earth full of happiness. 
Joy for the labourer ! bread shall be plentiful, and the 
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little children will dance in their wild mirth and 
healthfidness. 

Brighter days arc coming. Ah, yes ! though the gloom 
has been long and deep, the time of the singing of birds 
is at hand, and those who have bowed their heads in 
sorrow may lift them in gratitude and love. Life has 
many dark days and dense nights ; but oh, the Father 
of all good is very kind, and he will yet shower blessings 
on the rough path. 

Brighter days are coming to thee^ Christian. Soon 
the fogs and mists of earth will clear away, and thou 
shalt arise in unclouded brightness, where the sun never 
sets, and where everlasting spring abides, and shalt see 
the King in his glory. 



Said and old man, ** We might be happy enough in 
this 'ere life, if we didn't hanker arter things so. " 

A very true remark ! Do not many of our troubles 
spring from discontent, and discontent from Jtankering 
after forbidden things ? "WTicn does a day pass without 
our longing, if not envious, eyes looking for ** something 
more?" 

'Tis strange how we can complain so much ! Only 
to think of the blessings of one day is enough to fill our 
hearts to overflowing with grateful, contented joy. 
AVhat a beautiful world we have to live in, with its 
green fields and budding hedgerows, its laughing flowers 
and smiliDg skies, its singing birds and whispering rills 
— free for our gratification ! Then the greater pleasures 
of companionship — ^kind eyes to gladden us with their 
light, sweet voices to bless us, fond hands to caress us. 
Joy, and affection, and sunlight around our hearth, 
filling our homes with music. 

And yet, how we " hanker " after other tilings which 
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wo fancy would be blessings, but which are wisely 
denied us ! Some ^'restless unsatisfied longing" takes 
possession of our foolish hearts, and we look at our 
mercies as if they were nothing, and the unobtained alone 
could make us happy. So we live tearing our spirits 
■with impatient fingers, spending our tears for the un- 
attainable, and sometimes, alas ! even harbouring hard 
thoughts of our bountiful Father, " who giveth to all 
Hberally." 

And yet, do we not believe in the inomst recesses of 
our hearts that he knows best, yea, that he loves most 
— ^that nothing which would make his children really 
happy is witheld? Ah! yes, for time proves how we 
have often, like simple children as we are, wished for 
something that might have been our destruction. Some 
rose perchance that would have been only a thorn to 
pierce us — some fruit that would have been very poison 
to our system. We can all unite in the well-known 
lines — 

" Grood when he gives, supremely good ; 
Nor less when he denies." 



On the side-path, where the busy feet of eager man- 
hood trample on their prime, crushing the dead and 
dying emblems of their own mortality. Learn they 
the solemn lessons Jesus teaches? Are the ears — so 
quick to catch the faintest whisper touching the 
concerns of life — open to the voice of God ? 

In the gardens of the rich, where the wind, as it 
stirs them, mingles with the soft sweet sound of harp 
and voice — where the light laughter sounds through the 
casement, telling of joyous plenty. Amid their glad- 
ness, do they ever stay to see how all that is beautiful 
fadeth? Does the thought cross the buoyant mind, that 
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thei/r autumn drawcth nigh, when the caressing Land 
and the bright eye mil lie low as the falling leaves ? 

On the threshold of the poor, whence issue Bounds of 
woe and wretchedness — ^wherc gaunt poverty is a con- 
stant dweller — ^amid cries, and tears, and despair. 
Hear they the still small voice, telling of a rest in the 
lowly dwelling ? Have they an interest in tiie happy 
home above, where there shall be no more hunger, or 
cold, or pain ? Know they that the gentle Shepherd is 
wooing them to the still pastures of his love ? 

On the narrow homes of the quiet sleepers in the 
burial-ground. Softly they fall, and stir not the bodies 
beneath. The feet that tripped lightly over the green- 
sward, under which they are now silent and still, move 
not. The brains, once so busy and restless, know not of 
the covering that the sere leaves make. 

Oh, never falls a leaf at your feet, dear read(a^, 
without a solemn lesson to you ! Cast not from you its 
warning; but study, think of it, pray over it. And 
God grant that, when we, too, shall Ml, it may be well 
with us. 



®nlg One I 

'* I am only one. What matters it to the world at 
large, though my conduct be not strictly correct? I 
may as well make myself as happy as I can, and enjoy 
life in my own way. No one cares what I do. There 
is so much wickedness in the world — ^mine will not 
greatly increase the bulk." " Only one !" There is a 
solemn text in the Book which tells us, '* Bvery one 
shall give account of himself to God." Though 
hundreds around us are sinning — our crimes stand out 
in God's sight as plainly as though all beside were pure. 
It is as individuals he wlQ judge. 

** Only one, aud a very unimportant one — ^what can I 
do ? I cannot influence the thousands. My hands are 
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frail to stem the rushing torrent of ill; my voice is 
weak to reach the ears of the ever-clamorous populace ; 
in the mighty workshop of the world, my labour will 
avail little." Oh, say not so; who can tell what 
interests hang upon a single word ? Said a Christian 
gentleman, a few evenings since, " There may be some 
now in the bottomless pit, who for aught I can tell 
might have been in heaven, but for my imfaithfulness 
and backwardness in speaking to them the words of 
life." !N"ow, if this be true, what an awfiil thing! 
Think of it, brothers and sisters — ^how many dear ones 
have you, not in the narrow way?" Oh, surely then 
you will not hesitate to do all you can because you are 
" only one." 

'*Only one!" Well look at thyself. See how 
wonderfully thou art made. Thy hands — what power, 
what skill in them ! Delicate touches and strong works 
they can alike perform. Thy feet, where can they 
carry thee ? Thy head, thy mind — ^what is impossible 
to them ? "What glorious pictures imagination paints ! 
What difficult problems the mind can solve ! How it 
flies over land and sea on its tireless wing, peering into 
far-off beauties, discovering hidden treasures ! And out 
of its vast store of knowledge, what volumes it might 
fill ! How the pen can talk: while the mind dictates ! 
How the tongue is loosened in its eloquence, and 
enchains hundreds by its mighty spell ! How the eye 
can pierce almost the thought of another, and read its 
unwritten lore ! 

*'Only one!" Isn^t it enough to be such an one? 
Oh, heirs of immortality as we are, God help us to do 
thoroughly what he enables, and to look at life and 
ourselves as we are — then shall we never murmur that 
we are '* only one." 
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Iwijtntwn is ittttr tfesn €uxt 

Is it / Do we really believe it ? Wlio remembors 
it at the right time, and acts accordingly ? 

Mrs. Easy abominates intemperance. She never sees 
a man degraded below the level of a beast without a 
shudder. If she conld have her will, the name, which 
is such a deep, dark blot upon any manly brow, should 
never apply to any of her associates. She does all she 
can to reclaim them ; talks to them, prays for them, 
pities them. Yes, Mrs. Easy detests drunkenness.- ^ut, 
she is fond of gathering young people, with their bright 
eyes and happy faces, around her. And she likes to 
treat them with a glass of wine. She sees they enjoy 
it, and that it makes them merry. Does she believe that 
" prevention is better than cure ? " Does she remember 
that that glass of wine may be step the first in the road 
to intoxication and ruin ? 

Mr. Straite is quite shocked at the awful desecration 
of the Sabbath. He knows (for he has taken great pains 
to ascertain) that there are many hundreds who never 
attend a place of worship— who have no blessed day of 
rest. And he grieves over the hard hearts that even 
his eloquence cannot soften into Sabbath-keeping. He 
hunts up the most depraved, and gives them tracts, 
and Bibles, and prayer-books. And it is very good and 
kind of him. But every Sunday morning he allows the 
postman to call with letters and newspapers. He sits 
down every Sunday to a hot dinner, which some one 
must have cooked. He rides to church in a cab on wet 
days — goes by train occasionally to hear some popular 
preacher ; but never forgets to leave on the seat " Eifteen 
Eeasons for Keeping Holy the Sabbath-day," and urges 
the cabman to attend church. Does he believe that 
"prevention is better than cure?" 

"No one ever asked Mrs. I^oble to subscribe towards 
a refuge, or reformatory institution, in vain. She 
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weeps to read in the papers how many hundreds of her 
fellow- women daily, nightly, walk the paths of sin and 
shame. Cheerfully her liberal donations are given to 
those whose work is like their Master's, "to seek those 
who are lost." * * * Around the mansion of Mrs. 
Noble many poor girls are growing up into life. What 
is to become of them ? Where are they to find employ- 
ment ? How are they to Hve ? These questions never 
occur to the lady, till, perhaps, under the pressure of 
fierce temptation and want, many a struggling one sinks 
into the abyss of shame and sin — ^then her purse is at 
your service to assist in reclaiming them. She might 
help them to employment, might teach them to love the 
beautiful and pure, and shun sin. But — surely she does 
not believe that "prevention is better than cure." 

Prevention better than cure ? Ah I but it is so inte- 
resting to spend one's life in curing ! It seems such a 
noble thing to raise a sinner from tiie very depths of sin 
and degradation ! Yes, so it is. But oh ! not half so 
noble as to prevent one from falling into them. Think 
of the terrible heart-achings, the fearful pressure of 
shame, burning tears wrung from the very bottom of 
bleeding hearts, that must be, ere the wretched can be 
reclaimed. And, dear reader, give the best of your 
energies toward preventing evil. Use your influence in 
keeping all around you in the right path, rather than 
fetching them back when they have wandered. And if 
you want a motto to direct your efforts of usefulness, 
adopt this — ^^ Prevention is better than mreP 



ittt. 



There are some very necessary words in our language 
of which we sometiines make rather an unnecessary 
use. iN'ow, we should feel quite at a loss but for this 
word " but," — ^yet, we use it now and then when it 
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would be better to leave it out, and sometimes leave it 
out when it would be better put in. 

Said Miss Jameson to Miss Johnson one day, " Miss 
"Williamson appears to be a very nice young person." 
"Yes," was the reply, " Jw^ she's very giddy." l^ow 
what occasion was there for that " but ? " Surely there 
was no reason why she should make that assertion, 
seeing that the "giddiness" would be reported quite 
fast enough without her help. She forgot to add, ** But 
she's very gentle with it." She forgot, too, that pro- 
bably the next time Miss Jameson heard her spoken 
well of, she would reply, " Yes, i«^ she's very much 
given to backbiting." 

Mr. Brown listened to Mr. White's earnest appeals 
on behalf of the temperance society. " That is all very 
well," he replied, *^hutl like a glass of wine now and 
then." Ah, that "but!" How often does it prove 
fatal ! His friend's use of the same word was foU of 
importance. ^^ But how many hundreds has it ruined 
everlastingly !" 

"I should be very happy," said a lady, when 
requested to assist in visiting the poor, — "I should be 
very happy to do so ; hut really I've very Httle time, 
and much to occupy it." Oh that some one had 
reminded her — ^^ But the Bible says, he which con- 
verteth the sinner from the error of his way, shall save 
a soul from death." 

A minister was once exhorting a class of young 
persons to foUow the Saviour. They felt the importance 
of what he said, and yet they had each a lut, counter- 
acting it within. " But I should have to give up my 
companions," thought one. " But I cannot relinquish 
my pleasures," thought another. " But I want to get 
rich first," said a third. " But there is no hurry — ^I 
cannot follow him yet," said a fourth. 

1 1 will be a lesson worth remembering if we leam the 
U8e and abuse of this little word — ^if we never utter it 
when it can do harm, but emphasize it when it can do 
good. 
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f att#Ir at. 



'a don't like to be laughed at*' Who does? We 
might meet argument with argument, might maintain 
our point even against very eloquent words, but who 
can withstand the keen shaft of ridicule? "Who is 
proof against a laugh ? StiU, there is no good reason 
for its power over us. After all, what is there in a 
laugh — but folly? Why should our impulses for good 
be so often checked — our abhorrence of evil so often 
lessened — ^by a laugh ? 

Ah, many a young noble heart has been wrecked on 
this sand-bank — ^many a light, joyous spirit, so eager to 
catch the sunshine of applause, has sunk down, down 
into the sea, of sin and disgrace, ruined by the foolish 
breath of a laugher. 

Has it deterred you, dear reader, from attending a 
prayer-meeting or becoming a Sabbath-school teacher, 
or any other good thing ? Oh ! arise and be strong ! 
Shake off the weakness that submits to bo influenced 
by a puff of empty air, and dare to be independent and 
jfree ! Let your own true heart, guided by infinite, 
unerring wisdom, alone direct your life and conduct. 
Burst from the trammels which little, dim-sighted, half- 
formed opinions have thrown around you, and cleave 
your way alike through smiles and frowns, 
jj fc'* They will laugh at me." WeU, let them, poor 
things ; perhaps it is all they can do well. Don't rob 
them of the pleasure. It cannot hurt you, if you will 
not care for it. Who that has become noble, and 
great, and good, but had to pass through that ordeal? 

" They will laugh at me." !Niot long ; they will soon 
get tired. Besides, they will leave off, to admire you, if 
you rise in the world. 

Oh, care not for a laugh, when it stands between you 
and the right. Face it, shame it, by the upright 
fearless carelessness which makes you — ^for Grod's 
honour's sake, for the world's sake, for your own sake 
in the cause of truth and goodn^ ss, dare to be laughed at'. 
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Have you the pleasure of knowing Mrs. Gmnter ? 
"No ? Well, she lives in a large, well-ftmushed house, 
with all the usual appliances of wealth, has a kind 
husband, and affectionate children. You fancy she is 
happy ? 

No. Mrs. Grunter herself says she is " of all women, 
the most miserable." And a look at her countenance 
would convince the most sceptical, for there are 
wrinkles in her brow that years have not made, so of 
bourse sorrow has. 

And such sorrows! Her " children are so noisy, her 
husband so thoughtless, her servants so careless. For 
only last week did'nt the children sing when she had a 
headache ; didn't her husband walk on to the best carpet 
with his dirty boots; didn't 'that tiresome Betty' 
break two cups and a basin?" '*Ah!" sighs Mrs. 
Grunter, " there's very little of anything but trouble in 
this world!" 

Now, if I may confide a secret — ^which please don't 
let any one else know, lest it should ever reacli the 
quick ears of Mrs. Grunter herself — ^the troubles that so 
harass and annoy her arc not so much in her circum- 
stances as in herself. She has not yet "learned in 
whatsoever state she is to be content " — and therefore the 
life which God has made so sunny and beautiful for all 
who will enjoy it, is very clouded and stormy for her. 

Of course none of us are like her. Of course tee do 
not grumble at accidents, nor fret and fume over occur- 
rences that could not be avoided. If we did, it might 
be well for us to remember that our Father in heaven 
sends all our trials. Even the little every-day teazing- 
disagreeables, at which our irritable spirts so chafe, are 
among the all things working together for good. And 
if we wish to be happy, we must learn to take them on. 
trust, calmly, quietly, submissively, not allowing our- 
selves to complain. 
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Poor Mrs. Grunter! Poor human nature! Were 
our hearts in the right place, how much more bright 
and cheerful should we be! Por *' thou wilt keep him 
in PEEFECT PEACE whose mind is staged on thee^ 



"Lord^ what a wretched land is this!" said one 
who knew something about it. And we can hear his 
sentiment endorsed any day. Isn't it wretched ? Just 
think of the sunbeams that faU around us, the blossoms 
on the trees, the old grey hiUs clad with beauty, the 
valleys laughing with their wealth of flowers, the 
hedgerows with their verdant dress, the meadows with 
their various hues, the grand old forests with their 
music notes, the streamlets with their gentle whispers, 
the song-birds with their sweet carols — oh, what a 
tarren wilderness ! 

Think, too, of social gatherings — the smiles that 
welcome, the hands that clasp, the sweet fire-side song, 
the pleasant chat, the gay laugh, the moistened eye, 
the cheering voice — ^isn't it all wretched ? 

Then how many lectures do we attend, when the 
lofty intellect spends itself for our edification ! — ^how 
many sermons do we hear that have been coined out 
of sleepless nights, and aching hearts ! — how many 
books do we read in which wealth that has been 
laboriously dug from deep mines, is laid before us, 
polished and attractive, by which we can enrich 
ourselves without any trouble — ^in this wilderness ! 

It is too true that the trail of the serpent can be 
traced on all our beautiful things — ^that *' man is bom 
to trouble as the sparks fly upward." It is true that 
sometimes our fellow-beings do seem to disregard our 
snffering, nor give us the sympathy we expected — 
that now and then we do come in contact with a cold 
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heart that betrays our trust. But these are excep- 
tions. Our bountiful Father offcener '< makes the 
wilderness and solitary place glad, and the desert to 
rejoice and blossom as the rose." Let ns be thankful, 
then, that there is so much beauty here — ^that traces 
of his love are everywhere — for then the trials of life 
will find us resigned and ever cheerful, instead of 
discontentedly grumbling about the wilderness. 



"It is a lamentable fact," says a writer, recently, 
"what rast numbers of women have no natural pro- 
tectors, or if they have they are unable to provide for 
them." 

"Natural protectors!" Well, anyhow, they have 
themselves, and if there is no one to work and care for 
them, they can surely work and care for themselves. 
There is plenty that they can do, if only they have i 

the willing heart and nimble hand — that is, supposing 
the sinewy arm of the stronger sex will choose out for 
itself the laborious task, and leave the easier for them. 
They may be on the whole vastly inferior in sense, and ' 

wisdom, and strength, yet, perhaps, if they tried very I 

hard they might be able to pick out type for printing, | 

to copy telegraphic messages, to sell quires of paper, i 

or even skeins of silk and yards of calico. Not so well, i 

ofcottrse, but well enough, though they are weak, ' 

So it is a good thing to walk into shops, and see I 

plenty of female hands, and to read of Female Printing I 

Establishments. We may hope that the days are | 

passing when so many hundreds of our poor, destitute, | 

down-trodden sisters have to sing (if they can sing at 
aU) Hood's pathetic "Song of the Shirt;" for, with a 
wider field for their eflForts, the value of working women 
will be increased, and the rate of payment raised. 
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It is a sad thing that so many young persons have 
the idea that work is vulgar, and to be earning one's 
own pocket-money a kind of disgrace. It is no such 
thing. Why should we — so many of us skilful and 
quick — ^gifted by God with power to achieve something 
noble and good for ourselves — ^why should we be de- 
pendent on fathers or brothers? Why not live to 
some purpose, benefiting ourselves, and thereby all who 
are dear to us ? For labour is in its performance and its 
results one of life's greatest blessings — if not a neces- 
sity, it is none the less a duty. Let none of us hear 
the question, Why stand ye here all the day idle ? 



imt't |0a %mmkx ? 

" Don't you remember ?" Ah, we do. In the soft 
still hours of solitude, how often the magic lantern of 
memory exhibits past scenes upon the disc of our 
minds! Familiar, but long lost faces; pleasant, but 
unfrequented scenes ; " home, sweet home," and all its 
bright associations — and then — don't we remember ? 

Sometimes we wish we could forget. Some ever- 
regretted things seem to burn themselves into our 
hearts so that no efforts can efface them. But, thank 
God, not very ofben. Pleasant memories predominate, 
and it is often profitable to look over the tablets. 

Our friends almost seem to fail us sometimes. Time 
brings changes, and " old things pass away," but don't 
we remember how faithful and tender thej*^ have been ? 
Sometimes the world seems to treat us unkindly. 
We are ready to call every one cold and harsh, and 
unoaring. We ceaee to see sympathy in our brother's 
eyes, and friendship in his grasp. But then '' don't we 
remember " how often we have found sympathy and 
help where we least expected, and been obliged to 



136 

confess, that after all it isn't such a bad world as we 
thought ? 

"Don't you remember" the time past, when the 
future looks gloomy ? Hedged with difficulty, perhaps, 
is the way, and very steep and rough. And the weak 
heart faints at the prospect, and the tired limbs give 
way. Yet, stay ! You can recall times as dark, and 
did your G-od ever fail you — did the troublous waters 
ever overflow ? 

Don't you remember how one by one the barriers 
removed, till all were gone? Or how, instead of 
sinking under the trial, supernatural strength was 
given, and you were enabled to rise above it ? And 
don't you remember who has said, " As thy day thy 
strength shaU be ?" 



" Up again ! " though the wild, wild blasts of 
adversity have blown thee down, bruised and breath- 
less. Faint not beneath them — they are strong, but 
thou art stronger if thine own heart be firm and 
trusting, and thy confidence not in self, but in Gtod. 

" Up again," though the breath of calunmy may 
have tainted thy name and stained thy reputation. 
Rise in the consciousness of the heart's purity, and if 
thou hast not a mark on thy brow, fear not to hold it 
highly and boldly before thine accusers. Let the 
truth flash from thine eyes, and those who read will 
eventually believe. 

" Up again," when the proud words of Mammon's 
worshippers have seared thy spirit, and thou wouldst 
fain hide thy head because thou hast no gold to 
encircle it. Weep not ; the lofty worth of a noble 
heart is more to be desired than fine gold. 

" Up again," though thou art cast down with the 
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thought of thine own inferiority. Thou seest the 
mind illuminate others' faces, thou hearest how genius 
is worshipped, and talent rewarded. Despair not 
though thou hast no sublime ideas, no greatness to 
raise thee above thy fellows. Groodness is better 
than greatness — ^there ia no dignity so great as the 
Christians. 

"Up again,'* though thou art always falling. 
Despair not, but press on; and the goal which is 
now so alluring to thy spirit shall at length be 
gained. Arise, and strive. Be something — do some- 
thing — for his sake "who loved you and gave 
himself for you." 



Things are often very, very bad — enshrouded in 
black gloom, without many rays of hope — ^before they 
come to the worst. It is comparatively seldom that 
trouble bursts upon us like a sudden thunder clap; 
generally there are clouds of warning — a, gradual 
darkening of tbe sky above, a slow thickening of tbe 
air around — so that we have time to look about us, 
and think what is best to be done. 

WeU, " before the worse come to the worst," it is 
weU to see if nothing can be done to keep off the worst. 
Have we done everything ? Is nothing left untried ? 
Some effort that might have been made, but has not, 
may keep off the greatest evil. It is very weak to lie 
down in despondency before a threatening disaster, 
when a stem, strong resistance might overcome it 
altogether. At least, it is worth the trial. 

" Before the worse come to the worst," it is ^^y^^ ^q 
make a few private resolutions, always relying on the 
Strong for strength. The worst of anything has such 
awful power over some of us. It makes us so entirely 
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hopeless and despairing. It seems to turn into gall and 
bitterness the very fount of life. It is the parent of 
many repinings, rebellions, and bitter sarcasms, and 
cold sneers. It has a great tendency to turn every- 
thing of a leaden hue, and freeze into ice all the warm 
springs of love within. Now, let us seek that this be 
not the case with us. If the very worst fall on us, let 
it not rob our nature of its kindliness — let it not wrest 
from us the joy of Hope. Even the worst may not be 
so bad as we fear ; let us resolve, however bad it be, to 
make the very best we can of it. 

"Before the worse come to the worst," let us fly 
for refuge into the Everlasting Arms. It is our 
Father's wise hand which holds the rod above our 
shrinking frames. If he let it smite us, though it 
seem the worst, it must be the very best thing that 
could happen to us. Therefore let us never rebel, 
never let trouble keep us from him, never harbour hard 
or imgrateftd thoughts of our best and most tender 
Friend. Oh, no ! but when the worst draws near let 
us press closer to that ever-faithful, ever-loving, 
hiding-place. Nothing can really harm us there, so 
we may lie safely, patiently, trustingly waiting till 
even the worse come to the worst. 



"When the worst comes to the worst," let us "be 
still, and know that he is God" who doeth it all. It 
is useless — nay, worse, sinful in the extreme, to fret and 
complain and rebel. Assured that it is a kind as well 
as a wise hand that holds the rod, let us press close 
and cling firmly to it. Then will the strokes fall 
lighter, and the Everlasting Arms support us. 

"When the worst comes to the worst," let us humble 
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ourselves beneath the mighty hand of God. We may 
be sure we. deserve the chastisement, however severe it 
be. Perhaps we have been carelessly commiting somje 
grievous sin — perhaps we have followed the devices of 
our wicked hearts, and wandered from the fold — and 
this affliction may be sent to reclaim us. Let us con- 
sider our ways, confess our sins, and set ourselves 
meekly to learn the salutary lessons which the great 
Instructor thus teaches. 

"When the worst comes to the worst," let us take 
courage and look hopefully on to the future. For 
things mtMt mend now. Coming days must be brighter. 
The dawn will surely begin to break soon, now that 
midnight is passing. Let us not lie benumbed with 
despair ; but arise, shake off the lethargy of sorrow, 
and strive to go cheerily on. G-od's compassions fail 
not. His blessings are ever new. His smiles far out- 
number his frowns towards his children. Up then, 
and onward, bravely and trustingly ; for " if God be 
for ns, who can be against us ?" 

The worse very seldom does come to the worst. We 
often fancy the very deeps of affliction have been gained, 
when after all we are only a little below the surface. 
We know not how often we are spared the greatest 
sorrow, for the Gentle Shepherd "tempers the wind to 
the shorn lamb." Oh, let us never doubt him, but 
leave in his kind care everything that concerns us 
saying, "Thou knowest best, and may thy will be done. ' ' 



Strmgtfe €nm^\. 



It was remarked of a child who was ill a** i 
ated that there was "very Uttle strength 1^^ ^^"^^ 
heard it, and said, feebly, " Strength eZugk » 

And BO he had ; a»d so have we, for it « moi:^ ^ 

us by an AU-powerfuI, All-wise baud. Too ^T^^^"* 

^n"Mcii we 
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have no right to expect ; but enough he always has 
given, he always will give. 

" Strength enough " to thee, sufferer ! Not strength 
to labour for him perhaps, for that is not thy depart- 
ment ; but enough to suffer for him as he would have 
thee — to hea/r what he shall send. Weep not, if the 
sound of the warfare and the activities without pierces 
thy closed chamber, and makes thee long to be there 
too. He loves thee as well — nay, perhaps better — ^than 
the stalwart frames around thee ; and thou, too, art 
serving him. In thy weakness, cling to him ; thou 
hast " strength enough '' for that ; and he will sustain 
the drooping head, and cheer the failing heart, and 
turn thy night of weeping into the morning of joy. 

And thou, who art so anxiously gazing with strain- 
ing eyes into the unfathomable depth of the future, 
fear. not; thou wilt have "strength enough." That 
season of toil, or that dreaded bereavement, or that 
heavy affliction may come ; but, be assured, so will the 
strength to perform or to bear it. Press on, never 
falter through fear. Stronger is he that is for thee 
than all who are against thee. Yea, work on ; if thou 
art about Jesus' work, thou hast nothing to fear. 

And thou, who art healthful and happy, with the 
life-blood bounding through thy veins, thou hast 
strength enough— /or what ? Oh, stay a moment in 
thy buoyancy and gladness to inquire ! Why hast 
thou the strong nerve, the firm step, the fearless eye, 
more than others ? That thou mightest enjoy more ? 
Ay, and that thou mightest do more. When much 
is given, much is required — ^how much hast thm 
rendered to the Giver? 



Much of the poetry of life may be seen even in the 
crowded railway station, and many hints gained and 
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lessons learned. Do we ever think, as carelessly taking 
our seat, what aching hearts may be around us ? 
Some first partings, perhaps, when those who have 
lived and loved together feel the commencing power of 
circumstances which shall sever them far and wide. 
Ah ! many a tear glistens in the eyes of those who 
look their last at a familiar face, and good-byes are 
spoken with quivering lips. Partings are always 
painful, whether for short or long periods. "We can all 
fesl the force of the old lines, — 

" Here we meet to part again. 
In heaven we meet to part no more.*' 

Back to homes made darker by the absence of the 
traveller go the friends, and onward speed the carriages. 
Hill and dale, wood and meadow, spring into view, and 
everywhere is the seal of the loving Father of us all. 
Pleasant companions are sometimes there. Those who 
are thrown together thus for a few hours may often 
•exchange thoughts that afberwards shall be productive 
of much good or much evil. And sometimes a casual 
word may reveal the joyous fact that a seat-companion 
is journeying heavenward ; and we might s;iy, 
^* Now, therefore, are we no more strangers, but feUow- 
citizens." 

Much of character may be learnt from the little 
incidents occurring. Selfishness, ill-temper, irritability, 
may be seen. But so may unselfishness, politeness, 
amiability. From the first-class carriages to the third, 
there are opportunities for making — ^not that journey 
merely — but the whole journey of life more pleasant 
and easy for our feUow-travellers. And those who are 
Jesus' friends can whisper a word for him, or distribute 
a paper or book speaking his name, or, by a word 
pleasantly and delicately spoken, lead some heart to 
think of him. And who shall say, when we reach the 
grand terminus of our earthly career, that some good 
lias not been done ? 



142 

[^ If the railway station sees partings, it also witnesses 
many a happy meeting. And hearts grow light, and 
voices joyous, and faces sunny, where the parted meet 
again. But if these little pleasures are so sweet, what 
will it he to meet at home, sweet home, in heaven, 
" and never, never part again ! '' 



It seems very natural that we should sometimes sigh 
for "the rest that remaineth." For, when the way is 
rough, and the heart weary — ^when the present is 
desolate, and the future dreary — it may he that had we 
"wings like a dove we should flee away. " 

Yet, looking at the matter calmly — if we had life 
and death placed hefore us, and might choose ; who 
among us would not prefer the former ? For is not 
daily life the very greatest of our Father's daily 
mercies ? And would we not cling to that, though all 
else were gone ? 

Ay ! it is a glorious thing to live ! Such a life, too, 
as ours may he made ! So far removed from everything 
else that has life ! With such wonderful capacities to 
enjoy — such keen relish for the beautiful, such aspirings 
for the true ! 

To live ! What is it ? Not to spend our mornings 
in promenading the streets (though wonderful enough 
may he the things we see there) — our afternoons 
weeping tears over a novel — our evenings in social 
gossip about our neighbours' affairs. A certain kind of 
life, this may certainly be — ^but, oh, there is a higher, 
nobler existence by far than this ! 

** He truly lives, who Uvea to Grod." 

We see some who live well. Wonderful is the amomit 
of good they accomplish, while we sit dreaming. Every 
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day sees some act for others' weal — some self-sacrifice 
laid upon the altar. None know how much some 
individuals perform, save He who seeth in secret ; but 
their days are perfumed with gratitude. Eeverent eyes 
follow them whose tears they have dried. Earnest 
hearts pray for them whose sorrows they have healed. 
Ah, this is to live ! God spare these useful lives, 
and help us all to imitate them. 



"Sincerity is strong!" Always? No, not quite. 
Sometimes not so strong as flattery, and artfulness, 
and deceit ! Alas ! that it should be so ; but in this 
smooth, polite life of ours, it is the designing, not the 
honest, whp have sometimes most power. Not that 
we would rather be deceived — if we knew it — but we 
don't know, having acquired a habit of passing along 
with our eyes half-closed in comfortable ignorance. 
So sincerity dosen't seem strong ; for if a light tongue 
speak delicate compliments glibly, and a harsher one 
truths not so very flattering, we believe — well, perhaps 
we had better not teU every one whicJh we believe. 

Sincerity is strong! Yes, generally there is a 
mighty power — an irresistible strength — ^in sincerity. 
It sweeps down obstacles, and wipes out suspicions, 
and rises erect and great before us till we involun- 
tarily bow, trustingly and confidingly, before it. If 
coupled with perseverance, none can resist it. It may 
bring disagreeable facts before us, whose existence we 
wish to ignore ; it may have to battle with prejudice, 
or conceit, or any other favourite companion, but, in 
the end, how we honour, and esteem, and love it ! 

Sincerity is strong, very strong, to accomplish good 
in this world of evil. He who desires to do any 
continuous good must be sincere, for time rubs off 
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everything eke from the motive, and, eventually, we 
are seen pretty much as we really are. 

Now, whatever we seem to lose at first by it, let us 
all be sincere. 



"Time enough yet P^ Say you so, happy child, 
with the bright eye and flaxen locks ? You are play- 
ing amid sunny flowers, and dancing over the soft sod. 
To you, life is so pleasant, that you wish not to think 
of serious things. Ah, little one, have you heard of 
Jesus ? He would place his kind hand on that head 
of yours, and speak musical words of blessing. He 
would never quell the exuberance of your spirit, nor 
make your heart less happy, or your step less buoyant. 
Oh, no ; but he would bless the morning of your life 
with the dew-drops of his love, and whether the 
eventide hasten or linger, — once his child all woidd 
be well 1 

^^ Time enough yet !^^ Say you so, young man, 
with the lofty brow and earnest spirit ? TJpward, ever 
upward your fearless eyes look, and your eager feet 
tend. Steep the hill-side may be, but your imagination 
pictures bright glories at the top, — a marble pillar 
with your name inscribed thereon, a laurel wreath for 
your brow. Have you, then, no longing for the crown 
of righteousness ? Are you so strong that you need 
no help ? Is not the way slippery ? Are there no 
dangers P And if the summit he gained, is that aU 
the spirit within you wants ? Oh, there are glories 
that fade not away — crowns of immortal honour — a 
kingly Friend, are not these worth striving after ? 

" Time enough yet ! " Say you so, maiden, with the 
downy cheek and love-eloquent eye ? Warm handi? 
press you strong arms enfold you quivering lips bless 
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you. Yet, are you satisfied ? Knows not your heart 
a deeper need, an ever-increasing thirst? In the 
silence of your own room, when the glitter and fasci- 
nation of the day are over, cries not your spirit wildly 
— ever for something more ? " Jesus of Nazareth 
passeth ly I^^ Oh, cling to him ! His love will 
satisfy even your yearning. £[e is no idol which, 
when your whole soul adores him, will fall from his 
pedestal, as you know some have done. He will never 
disappoint you. He is " altogether lovely." Why not 
love him now ? 

" Time enough yet .'" Say you so, strong man, with 
the mighty intellect and nohle form ? Shines the sun 
of prosperity so hrightly on your path that you fear 
no cloud ? Know you not how " riches take to them- 
selves wings andj% away ? " Have you not seen that 
honour is a puff of empty air, and prosperity a shadow, 
and life itself — "the wind passeth over it and it is 
gone ?" In the wreck, which may come in a moment, 
you will need a rock of safety — ^will there be time 
enough to seek it then ? 

" Time enough yet .'" Say you so, mother, with 
trembling spirit, and deep, deep heart? There is 
sweet music in your home, which love has made so 
passing beautiful. And the joy-drops fill your eyes, 
as they rest upon little lovely children — treasures you 
would never part with, though the earth's storehouse 
of jewels were offered in exchange. The little pouting 
lips, how they press your own — the tiny hands, how 
they cling to you, ah, to your very heart, and the 
opening, awakening spirit, how it begins to shine 
through all! What will you do with it? Is yowr 
hand firm enough to uphold it amid life's dangers ? 
Are you wise to train it into the right path ? Need 
you no helper ? No infinite wisdom, no almighty 
strength, no deathless love ? Will it be time enough 
to seek these when your darlings have passed away 
from your keeping, on to the great ocean of the 
unseen ? And He who has thus filled to the brim 
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your cup of blessing, have you no wish to offer him 
anything in return ? 

" Time enough yet ! " Say you so, aged man, with 
tottering feet and failing strength ? See you not the 
long shadows the coming night has cast over your 
path ? Look ! the darkness hastens ! You have had 
" time enough " all your life — ^you have little enough 
now, — ^beware lest you have too little. 

''Time enough r' What if there were? Would 
any of you give the deep cupful of your life-riches to 
the world, and dare offer the dregs to the Highest ? 
Would you lay at Satan's feet the fresh young budding 
flower, and reserve the withered stalk for your Maker ? 
Would you, if you might, spend the long bright day in 
self-gratification, and bring the night with its weak- 
ness and weariness to hun who has blessed every 
moment ? Oh, surely none of you would be so sinful, 
80 mean, so unwise ! 

" Time enough yet / " There is not ! Silently death 
is drawing near. His scythe is mowing, mowing, 
mowing, — ^its blade is very near you now — ^you may be 
the next. Oh, turn from him and look to Jesus! 
Think how he loves you, what he has done for you all 
your life long, before your Hfe, and what he is doing 
now. Then can ^g\3l say, " Tim^ enough yet /"' 

There is no time to spare ! 
Oh, while the Saviour standeth there, 
Throbs not thy heart with love to him ? 
Become his own ere life grow dim ! 

By all he suflTer'd here, 
His sojourn in the desert drear — 
Thine all unto his altar bring, 
Thyself before his footstool fling. 

Now, while this moment stays, 
TVliile sunbeams flash athwart thy days, 
Thou needst a friend— he now will be 
A loving, changeless Fiiend to thee. 
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What a never-ending search is the search after hap- 
piness ! The world is full of eager, restless searchers, 
— wild races are run for the phantom, which eludes 
them ever. Whole lives are devoted to it, — from 
morning's brilliant dawn to night's dim, solemn close, 
one aim is followed, one end sought — ^to be happy. 

You, dear young reader, are striving for this, — have 
been striving for it long. Have you yet found it ? 
Are you happy ? It may be that your reply is a sigh 
of disappointment. Youth has many pleasures. But 
pleasure is not happiness. And something within you 
cries aloud for a calm, lasting peace, — a sense of perfect 
repose. So you, too, have joined the host of searchers. 
Successfully? Well, not yet. But you think the 
future will bring it. Your mind is aspiring after some 
attainment — perhaps some eminence in learning — some 
accomplishment which will make you superior to those 
around ? Or there is breaking upon that sensitive heart 
of yours, the light and warmth of some friendship, 
which is so sweet in the foretaste, that you confidently 
expect to find true happiness there ? Ah ! but it will 
not be. This pearl of great price must be sought for 
far differently from this. Oh, do not wear out the 
strong, beautiful life God has given you, in a fruitless 
search — do not waste the talents you possess in a 
service which wHl profit you nothing. 

And many in the full vigour and prime of life's mid- 
day, search as eagerly as the young. What anxious, 
careworn faces pass us on the street ! Men are looking 
for happiness in worldly success. "If only trade shall 
prosper, then all will be well." Ay, but all is not 
well. Disappointments come even then, the immortal 
spirit strives to drink at the broken cistern, hut thirsts 
on! Hundreds of mothers, with better aims, seek 
happiness in their children, and all the fond ties which 
a bountiful Father gives to his creatures; but does 
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human love ever fully satisfy the heart's cravings ? 
It cannot. Only in one place can happiness be ob- 
tained ; and until we go there, our search is a vain one, 
be it never so eager and restless. Yes, and many a 
trembling one, who has searched fruitlessly througb. 
the whole of a long life, is looking yet, with dim eyes, 
amid the shadows, for the treasure which has never 
been his. Peering everywhere, with straining gaze, 
tottering on, and on, where any new light breaks, all 
unmindful of the precipices which the darkness hides. 

" There be many that say, Who will show us any 
good? Lord, lift thou up the light of thy counte- 
nance upon 1^." Ah, this alone is happiness ! When 
all looks dark around, when the way is hedged with 
thorns, and even the home-hearth is cold and desolate, 
light and joy and peace fill the heart which can look 
up and see eternal love in the light of God's counte- 
nance. And where this is absent, though every earthly- 
pleasure be won, every worldly wish obtained, still will 
the spirit be full of unrest, still will the heart sigh on 
for happiness. And this light of the Father's coun- 
tenance can only be obtained "ybr Jesus* sake," 
Weary searchers, will you not come here and look ? 
Will you not believe those who have tried it ? The 
" Pearl " may be found only at the foot of the cross. 

Most of us have shrank with horror from the shrieks 
of the infatuated crowd — "Not this man,butBarabbas.'* 
And yet, if we take to our hearts any earthly good, 
and exclude the Saviour, if we allow self-concentration, 
or even love of kindred and friends, to rob us of him 
who only can and will give us happiness, then do we, 
too, join the cry, " Not this man ! " Dear reader, are 
you not already weary of searching in vain ? Will 
you not come just as you are imto him, "who will in 
no wise cast you out ? " 

" Not this man ! " He has love to give to every empty heart : 
The sorrowful may cling to him : He bears the suflferer's part, 
\nd He will bless the eager soul with immortality ; 
"ill fill the life with joyous wealth,— will make it gain to die. 
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" Not this man ! " Hast thou, then, no grief, no sin to be 

forgiven— 
No thirsting after happiness— no longing after heaven ? 

" Not this man ! " Stay awhile, and think. Can any love so well ? 
Hast thou a shelter in the storm, a home in which to dwell, 
"Where sin and sorrow enter not ? And can that heart of thine 
Be satisfied with joy or love not holy or divine ? 
Jesus of Nazareth waiteth now thy answer to receive— 
Oh, weary, heavy-laden one, cling unto Him, and live ! 



Wisxi\i is i\t f amb. 

" TTorthy is the Lamb that was Blain^ Could we 
pierce the depth of light shrouding the eternal world 
from our view, this would be the motto on all its glory. 
Could we hear the songs bursting from the enraptured 
myriads there, this would be the theme. Could we 
question the perfect, happy multitudes in that glorious 
home, asking whence came they,iwe should have the 
answer, as in Divine revelation, "We are they who 
have washed their robes, and have made them white in 
the blood of the Lamb." 

And here, on the earth which his feet have pressed, 
where he sat and rested, being weary, in his mission 
of salvation, who of us are learning that new song ? 
who rehearsing it, where sighs and cries, and still 
worse, ring through the startled air ? Ah ! many of 
u% — knowing something of the Saviour's unbounded 
love — ^feeling how much he has done for us, " having 
redeemed us," and tinged our whole lives vdth the 
golden light of the hope of glory — falter out, feebly it 
is true, but very sincerely, " Worthy is the Lamb that 
was slain, ^' 

Dear reader, have you ever thought how worthy ? 
Amid the many thoughts that flash through your busy, 
active mind, has this ever been entertained ? Are you, 
too, learning this pleasant song ? Oh, if not, seek to 
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be taught now. Press close to the feet of Jesus, and 
ask to be instructed in the notes which even aoig^els 
may not sing, but only those for whom the Lamb was 
slain. One glimpse of him will fill your yearning 
heart, even to overflowing, with such joyous love 
as you have never known, and you will long to sing, 
unfalteringly, " Worthy is the Lamb." 

Worthy of love ! He never sent an aching heart 
away tmsatisfied. He never disappointed one who 
loved him. He never forsook one who trusted him. 
Close in the everlasting arms of his tenderness folds 
he the sorrowful ; near to that heart of unutterable 
compassion does he place the lonely. Love tokens he 
sends them daily ; but what can equal that left for his 
friends at Calvary ? Is he not worthy of love ? 

Worthy of honour ! His name should never be 
lightly spoken. Every word, every action of those 
who know him, should bring honour to his name. For 
is not his a friendship to boast of? Is not he a Friend 
to acknowledge gratefully wherever he is known ? 

Worthy of never-ceasing praises, the glorious 
" Lamb of God I" Oh, may every one of us 

" Join in the everlasting song. 
And crown him Lord of all." 
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" I have no time I " What a common excuse for 
neglected duties! Truly this is a busy, bustling 
world. Most lives have their allotments of special 
engagements occupying much of their attention. And 
very important engagements they may be ; hut can 
any earthly care or duty be compared with eternal 
realities ? 

JS'o time r^ For what? Self gratification, social 
mtercourse, home enjoyment ? Ay, do we not all find 
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both time and opportunities for these ? And yet they 
are gliding from us ; — very soon all these life-pleasures, 
and even life itself, will pass, and the naked, lonely 
spirit go forth into the great etebnitt ! 

And yet it is this — the everlasting, never-dying 
existence, which men say they have no time to think 
about ! " I have no time to seek salvation, no time to 
believe on Jesus, no time to serve him." Such, if not 
spoken by the lips, is the sentiment of the careless, 
indifferent heart, which is content to breathe the air of 
life, to take God's mercies as they come, and never 
return to praise him, — the latent thought of those 
who spend the whole of their little time below in 
caring for the body, and leave the spirit unprotected 
and unprovided for. 

How many have been startled by the frightful 
railway disasters which offeen occur. Have they not 
an awful warning voice, calling to all procrastinators to 
lose no time ? but, seeing that — 

"Dangers stand thick through all the way 
To push us to the tomb"— 

at once to go, "just as they are," to Jesus, whose 
merits alone can prepare for the solemn moment of 
death. Let all who feel that if they were now hurried 
before the Judge they are unprepared to meet him, 
think solemnly upon that future, which may even now 
be startlingly near. " Turn ye, turn ye, for why will 
ye die ?" You must have time for death. Oh, now, 
give the present moment to preparation for it ! 

No time to serve the Saviour ! Oh, ye who spend 
your lives under hard task-masters, earning for your- 
selves disappointment and tears, know ye not that 
**His yoke is easy, and his burden light?" Oh, 
hallowed is the life which is given to him, radiant with 
joy, overshadowed with peace, being even here an 
earnest of the unutterable glory which shall follow! 
For this " love, which is above all others," fills the 
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heart with such holy happiness, and the lips with such 
bursts of praise, that the Christian's life might well 
he a continual thanksgiving hymn. Dear readers, 
"will ye also he his disciples ?" 

Hallow thy time with prayer. 
With loving service to the King of heaven ; 
And thus for that approaching hour prepare 

When life-cords shall be riven. 

Then mayst thou hope to stand 
With the redeem'd beside the crystal sea. 
And worship Him in the unshadow'd land 

Through all eternity. 



Very cold ! Snow, snow, snow, morning, noon, and 
night ! Wrap we never so carefully, walk we never so 
rapidly, to the fire press we never so closely — ^under 
hats and into bonnets, and round-about cloaks, and 
through crevices, silently creeps the icy chill. 

Very cold ! In some homes there is no ruddy glow 
of wood or coal, lighting the desolate hearth-stone. 
And there, what shrinking from the cold hand of death, 
the iron grasp of despair ! 

Very cold ! Some rich men button up their pockets, 
fold their arms over their hearts (if they have any), 
and "pass by on the other side," staying not to sta& 
the wail of the sulBTering. Some, wrapped in the tight 
mantle of selfishness, speak no word of heahng — ^give 
no smile of light and love. 

Very cold! And yet there is a great deal of 
warmth. Merrily ring the bells. Cheerily sound the 
songs of mirth, under many a bright roof. Gratherings 
there are of brothers and sisters, and friends long absent, 
the grasp of whose hand is warm and true as if the 
midsummer sun shone. Ah, hearts are not chilled by 
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the winter's frost ! Love is ever blooming fresh and 
beautiful. Bless God, there is warmth still ! 

Very cold ! Ah, but some kindly hands are feeding 
the poor hungry ones in our loved country. Fires are 
lighted by charity's delicate and strong hand, and many 
a widow's heart sings for joy. There are dinners for 
the old, dinners for the young — everybody wishing 
everybody a happy new year. 

Very cold! Ah, but Grod has made everything 
beautiful in its time. The softly-falling snow, the 
icicles beautifying the cottage roof, the trees clothed 
in white, the hedgerows covered with purity — truly 
our Father has made everything very beautiful ! 

Very cold ? No, not very, while our hearts turn 
upward in love to our ever-loving Friend. 



"Christians are Christ-like ?" "I shall not go to 
the prayer-meeting to-night, I think. It is rather wet, 
and I am tired, and a nap in the easy-chair will do me 
good. I don't like self-denial, it is a hard thing, and 
vre may just as well enjoy ourselves." In the Holy 
Book we may read a few very expressive words, 

"ChBIST pleased IfOT HIMSELF." 

" Christians are Christ-like." 

" No, I can't visit Mrs. Z. to-day. I dare say she 
is very ill and poor, and all that, but my time is so 
occupied, and besides I can't go without giving her 
something, and it is so wearying to one's patience." 
**He went about DorNa good." 

" I'll never speak to him any more — Tiever. He has 
disgraced himself and all of us — ^he has stepped over 
the bounds of propriety, and committed a sin in the 
open daylight. Now there wiU be no restraining him 
— ^no telling where he wiU stop ; doubtless, he means 
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to go on, and on, nntil he is ruined. I'm adhamed of 
him, and despise him. No, I'll never speak to him 
again. He may do as he likes now." " Neithbb do 

I COITDBMN THEE ; aO, AND SIN NO MOBE." 

" I won't stand it any longer ; I'm tired of it. I 
will he treated properly. People shan't put upon me. 
I'm as good as any of them ; and if they don't hehave 
respectfully to me, I'll retaliate." "He was op- 
pressed AND HE WAS AEELTCTED, YET HE OPENED 
NOT HIS MOUTH." 

Christians are Christ-like ; oh, that they were ! Oh, 
that they had ever before their sin-dimmed eyes his 
bright example! Then would there not be such 
disgrace brought upon his holy cause — then would the 
people around see from the every-day conduct of pro- 
fessors, that they had heen with Jesus and learnt of 
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A very comfortable, pleasant sort of feeling is that 
oi possession. "We liked it in childhood, and shall 
probably continue to like it as long as we live. There 
may be some selfishness — there is much pleasure — ^with 
which we pronounce the words "«wy ownJ^ 

How proudly we used to say, "This is my box." 
"Ah! Tommy, you shan't have my doll to play with." 
Our little simple toys were very precious to us, because 
they were our own. Of course we used them very 
badly, got angry with our favourite doll (as, alas I we 
have often done with favourite possessions since), but 
we were glad to have them all the same. 

And now, our Father in heaven is very kind. He 
knows best what will fill these large, deep hearts of 
ours, and therefore, in his great love and pity, he has 
given us some precious ones " to have and to hold as 
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our own." And it is sweet to tliink how earth's 
fond ties are riveted by his blessing. 

But far more reason have we to thank him, if He is 
our own. To be able to say, "My God!" — is an in- 
comparable joy — ^my Friend to care for me and love 
me, though aU other hearts are cold — my Father to 
guide, and direct, and support me, when all beside is 
weak — my Watcher, to keep me from danger and 
sorrow, to bend over me unweariedly, when all other 
eyes are weary — my Strength, upon whom I can lean 
and be safe when all other arms are strengthless. 

Oh ! to have him thus — ^for our own — were the 
greatest blessing even he could bestow. Let us pray 
that, living or dying, we may be the Lord's, and that 
this Grod may be our God for ever and ever. 



We are very weak ! Some of us, at least, and there 
are times when we are painfully conscious of it. Yet 
bow we love and admire strength ! How our eyes gaze 
almost reverently at the strong! A noble " personable" 
person, bearing erectly his magnificent frame — ^power 
stamped on every feature — ^which of all God's works is 
such a splendid emblem of strength? Looking at 
such a structure, one ceases to marvel at the trophies 
thought has won — and to wonder rather that more is 
not accomplished — that emythmg is left undone — that 
such stateliness and wisdom are ever baffled. Well is 
he likened to the oak, roimd which the ivy loves to 
cling, and find at once its home, and life and support. 
But storms have beaten, and borne to the ground even 
the oak tree (ivy and all) — and it doesn't always 
require very heavy storms to prove "the strong man " 
not quite so stroojg as we fsuaeied ! 

Very weak! Ah, we are— to gain f^me things we 
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sigh for. Who has not Btriven, and striven with, all 
his might to acquire some guerdon? and, perhaps in 
sight of the hilPs fair heights, fallen back, his brain 
dizzy, his limbs prostrate, his eye quailed, his very 
spirits broken and crushed, to feel how weak, after all, 
is his greatest strength ! 

Very weak ! What noble resolves we make! What 
mighty conquests we mean to achieve over self and 
others ! How we intend to control the evil and foster 
the good! What lofty lives we will live! How 
superior we will be to the little weaknesses so many 
fall into, and so we probably shall — until the first 
temptation comes. 

Very weak ! Few among these yearning hearts of 
ours could steadily sacrifice their desires, forego the 
fascinating allurements of earth's loves and pleasures, 
and choose instead the rugged but elevated lot of 
living for others alone, a devoted, self-abnegating life. 
Very few could withstand the invitation to rest and 
enjoyment, if it came to us. 

Ay, but we are very strong to do some things — ^to 
love, and endure, and hope, and above all things to 
clin^ to the Strong for strength. Those who feel 
themselves to be very weak, know best the tmutterable 
bliss of reposing on him. Thanks unto Grod that there 
is such a stronghold, for even the weakest. 



" He injured me, and added insult to injury. Years 
have passed, but that remains." Oh, never mind, do 
forgive him, do forget it ! " Years have passed." 
Well, how much of sorrow he must have had in the 
interval I And have you had none to soften your heart 
to your brother ? Have you never grieved or injured 
another ? Do you ever have to pray " Forgive us our 



157 

trespasses ?" Are you perfect, unerring, holy ? He 
may be very different now ; if not, you ought to be. 
You are both nearer the end of this frail life — will you 
die unforgiving — must he die unfoj^ven p Oh ! " let 
bygones be bygones !" 

'^She has disgraced herself! She has fallen! I 
will not be seen in her company again !'* Oh ! sister, 
yours ought not to be the finger of scorn pointing to 
her. If she have greatly sinned, has she not greatly 
suffered — ^far beyond what your imagination has 
pictured ? Did you know her ? Was she your friend ? 
Oh, for Jesus' sake, who said, " Gro and sin no more, " 
be her friend still. There are many who sympathize 
with the great movement in London, for the cure of 
the monster social evil, who will yet fear to touch and 
pity and help the familiar, well-known, individual case. 
Oh, be not one of them ! Darken not that life more 
than it is already 1 Tell her it is not too late. She 
may begin a better life, and win back respect and 
position, and " bj'gones shall be bygones. *' 

" He is not an honest man. He has been in prison. 
I will not trust him !" Oh, Charity that hopeth all 
things, believeth all things, dost thou never visit our 
earth ? Brother, if any man, under strong temptation^ 
shall fall once, or oftener — he is not lost ! If he can 
conmience life Sigsan, with purer resolves, thou bawt 
no right to frown on him, no ri^rht to iliniviki him, 
Grive him a smile, give him fri^#d>iijp, irwfi him ; ** ki 
bygones be bygones/' 

What should we do if c*jr Ood liad nfjt luud^ " TTi«r 
sins and their unrr^t':*^ wi'A I resieml^er ho u*rjre Y' 
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"O, Timothy, keep that which is oommitted to thy trust."— 
Timothy vi. 20. 

Our trust! Ah, we forget too often all about that! 
Merrily we pass the days, dancing through life's sun- 
shine ; or drearily creeping through its gloom — ^but 
sadly forgetting the fearful responsibility resting upon 
us. A light, careless, indifferentism is perhaps very 
pleasant — but the end ! What shall we then say with 
respect to our trust ? 

Our trust ! It may be light. The Father of light 
has caused it to illumine our minds, but how much 
better is the world for that ? Shines it upon earth's 
darkness — or is it hidden, selfishly, sinfully ? 

Our trust ! It may be knowledge. What of that, 
if others are not benefited thereby ? Perhaps some 
have been so happy as to sit at Jesus' feet, learning of 
him. And if so — surely the lessons are worth repeat- 
ing ? Surely it is sin to allow them to remain unused, 
uncared-for, till they fade from the memory. 

It may be health, given — nay, lent — to be employed 
in God's service. What if it be wasted, or spent, not 
in diffusing the pure Gospel of the Eedeemer, but in 
circulating the world's poisoner — sin ? 

It is time ! Golden time, in which holy words may 
be spoken, righteous deeds performed. But are they ? 
Is the pi*ecious gift valued, and consecrated to high 
purposes. 

All who have looked upward and called the great 
Creator " Father," have a most solemn trust committed 
to them. They who have been taught of God should 
keep the sacred principles of religion pure and un- 
stained, and never neglect an opportunity of profitably 
using them. When " the Lord of these servants 
cometh, and reckoneth with them," his sentence will 
be either, " Well done," or, " Thou wicked and slothful 
servant." Which ? 
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% Saliim f Jilt 

* Whateoeyer ye would that men should do to you, do ye even 
BO to them." 

A very ffood rule, but not exa,Qt\j fashionable, is it ? 
In what society is it really practised? Could we 
possibly gain an introduction to it ? Have we our- 
selves learnt to carry it out — not now and then, for a 
change, but always ? 

Ah, no ! How could we do unto others as we v/ish 
them to do to us ? Why, it would quite upset the 
whole course of things ! For instance, we don't like 
people to scandalize us. But what should we do, if we 
didn't allow ourselves the pleasure (?) now and then 
of talking over our neighbours ? We don't like to be 
laughed at for our pecuUarities — but the same things in 
others are so amusing to us. We do wrong sometimes 
(of course), but we wish to be judged leniently by 
our fellows. But how do we judge those around ns, 
who also do wrong ? 

Oh, it may be a golden rule, but how can we make it 
ours ! What ever should we find to t^^ alout ? 
How could we be our own comfortable, nattirsJ felres 
with that constantly before us ? Besiden. wL^.: i«'> iVfjtjr 
it would involve ! We should have to bt Si-wij* 2iTii.f> 
up some pleasure because some one e-*?^ vac.-:^ if. 
And would it not be bad for dear, dear, ^z^i ^1t«b v^ 
suffer in any way ? Oh, we mar adiiiirt. y vr, bry^ ^^^ 
we practise such a rule ? BverrtKidr ;;?*j«r.^ ^^s^pssr-r 
excepted, dear read^, of ooiirfee j eavi^ t*»t jrn^*: j^^ 
others, and all the reat^ for \mamh)L 

Nevertheless, the Tery mariiif' cf tr«r ^«*'rat5:afc ;&> 
"Whatsoever ye would tiiaet mta. wu^^.a', v. ilm.^ ^ - ,^ 
do ye even so to UBem-** Axtd, wBs?ir^ xi mmtt z^' ^ 
Christian's aim at Ifjsf to i* ^tufls* ^a^^jt, *^ 

And, ob, if we i«aI2j «»«^ i/jir •» .-n; -^r- ^ks^ 
would be! Haw tkaaadrnkuy i^ nw^Ui*. J^r^ xa_ ^ 
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brothers and sisters ! How kindly we slioud speak to 
and of them ! What a happy, loving, courteous family 
we should be ! And how confidently we might expect 
the blessing of the great All-Father, praying for each 
other, caring for each other, trusting each other, loving 
each other, as ourselves ! 

"Pore in her aim, and in her temper mild. 
Her wisdom seems the weakness of a child: 
She makes excuses where she might condemn, 
Eeviled by those that hate her— prays for them; 
Suspicion lurks not in her artless breast. 
The worst suggested, she believes the best ; 
Not soon provoked, however stung and teased. 
And if perhaps made angry, soon appeased; 
She rather waives, than will dispute her right. 
And injured, makes forgiveness her delight." 



A kid-gloved, jewelled hand gracefully drops half a 
sovereign into the collecting plate which is held before 
her, a sweet smile meanwhile lighting up her face. 
Then the benediction is pronounced, and the congrega- 
tion disperses. "Nothing but collections!" muttered 
the lady of the half-sovereign ; " one had need be made 
of money." " I wouldn't have given, if I had been 
you," says her companion. " Oh ! but I must ; what- 
ever would people think if I did not ? " 

" I suppose I must invite all those Joneses to tea ; I 
would much rather have their room than their 
company; but then it looks so to slight one's poor 
relations — what would people think ?" 

" I'm sure I could make my last year's bonnet look 
quite respectable this winter; for it is increasingly 
difficult to make both ends meet ; but then what would 
people think ? They will say Mr. Marshall is a bank- 
rupt, or something as bad, and that would ruin him." 
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" I really feel far more inclined to stay at home 
than attend service ; it will be so very close, and I 
do not feel very well, and am thoroughly tired. It 
would be far more congenial to lie here on the couch, 
than to go and sit listening to a long sermon ; but 
then, I am a Church-member ; and what would people 
think?" ^ ^,- 

Ah ! if we may ask the question, what must He thmk 
who has set our secret sins in the light of his counte- 
nance ? Were we half as fearfal of incurring his 
displeasure, as that of our fellow-creatures, how much 
purer our lives would become. 

" What will the world say ?— Foolish heart. 

The world is credulous and cold ; 
It mocks the gems of richest price. 

And tinsel is its purest gold. 
Heed not the foolish world; but rather say, 
WiU the Lord own the work I do to-day?" 



Oh, no! Of course not! Don't trouble yourself! 
It is not worth while 1 lj, A-i. 

There is a Sunday-school meeting, and you attend it. 
Among many interesting things which are said, there 
is one not quite so pleasant. More teachers are 
wanted. For a moment you feel half inclined to offer 
your services. But then, there are lessons to be pre- 
pared, absentees to be visited, and your comfortable 
Sunday afternoons on the sofa to be given up 1 Suet 
sacrifices are too great, you think, and relapse into 
your former carelessness with the thought, " It is not 
worth while." 

" Not worth while " to be a co-worker with Je&us \ 
"Not worth while" to win immortal souls to him' 
" Not worth while " to lead young feet into the green 
pastures ! '' Not worth while " to impress yoiirseif ou 
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the memoiy of the world's future great men and 
women ! 

You are very generous. You subscribe regularly to- 
ward the support of your minister, a town missionjuy, 
and one or two day-school teachers. Well, if you give 
your money, of course that's enough. Who ever would 
be impudent enough to expect anything more &om 
you ? It is true, a kind word or two might cheer them 
very much — that a little sympathy with their peculiar 
and very trying difficulties would make them very 
happy, but then you have so many things to do and 
thni of. " It is not worth while " to get for yourself 
the approving words, " Inasmuch as ye did it unto one 
of the least of these my brethren, ye did it unto me." 

You are in your seat on Sunday ; a stranger passes 
you ; he looks sad and care-worn. You might detain 
hiTTi with a Mendly clasp and earnest word, but then 
perhaps it would look peculiar. Perhaps, too, he isn't 
very respectable, his coat does look rather worn, so 
you let him go, It is " not worth while " to earn " the 
blessing of Him that was ready to perish." 

There is a prayer-meeting held after the service. It 
is true that midtitudes around you are hastening to 
destruction, that some may go away from the honse of 
God, who will spend the next Sabbath in eternity, and 
that prayer can move the arm of Omnipotence — ^but 
then you are tired, and want your supper, and it is 
" not worth while" to stay ! 

Perhaps not ! But it is " worth while " to prepare 
a reply to the demand which will one day come witii 
startling emphasis, " Grive an account of thy steward- 
ship !" 

'*God lays an open book before 

His little children's eyes. 
They must not turn the pages o'er 

But read them, and grow wise ; 
One only can they understand— 
The page laid open by God's hand. 
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Whether the children's tasks are learned, 

Or idly left undone, 
Is not inquired— the pa^e is turned 

When a £xed time is come ; 
But when a page is once turned o'er. 
No child can ever find it more." 



Prayer is the simplest liorm of speeoh 

That inliftnt Ups can try ; 
Prayer, the sublimest strains that reach 

The Majesty on high. 

The saints in prayer appear as one. 

In word and deed and mind. 
When with the Father, and His Son, 

Their fellowship they find. 

Oh Thou ! by whom we come to God, 

The Life, the Truth, the Way ; 
The path of prayer Thyself hast trod: 

L(nrd! teach t» how to pray !" 

James Montgomery. 

It is a sublime idea — ^that of devoting a week to 
special prayer. It is always good to pray. Prayer is 
the heart's telegraph. With the rapidity of the Hght- 
ning's flash, it bears our thoughts to heaven, and touches 
the heart of the Infinite. It is the golden key that un- 
locks the " Gate Beautiful " of the heavenly temple. 
It is the child's cry to its Father, the q)irit's aspira- 
tions after the Great Spirit from whom it came. Oh, 
the privilege of prayer is one of our greatest blessings, 
and the Christian would rather lose anything than the 
power of thus holding communion with his God. 

But a WEEK of prayer ! Not merely one or two 
evenings given to it, not merely the matin and vesper 
services, but from one Sabbath to another — ^with the 
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first grey streak of dawn, amid the busy, bustling hours 
of day, in the quiet fading of the twilight, in the re- 
pose of the evening, in the still, solemn night — one 
continual stream of prayer flowing on to God ; one 
undying altar-fire ascending to the mercy-seat ! 

And ITNTVEESAL prayer, too ! In the gold diggings 
of Australia; beneath the spice trees of Inda, amid 
the slave population, and in the planter's home ; close 
to the gorgeous edifice where the Pope holds sway ; 
near the theatre and the ball-room of the continental 
city ; beneath the blue skies of Italy ; amid the boat- 
houses of China; in many languages, from lips of 
divers colour, but with one grand aim, millions of 
prayers will simultaneously arise to the one great 
Benefactor of us all ! 

And — ^blessed be God ! — our own loved island home 
will be vocal with the sweet sound. In the closet, the 
workshop, the counting-house — ^by the fireside, the 
hillside, the seaside — private petitions will be softly 
breathed, no less important because no ear but that 
One for which they are intended catches them. There 
will be little social gatherings of the twos and threes 
among whom the Saviour has promised to be. And 
great congregations, where thousands of knees will be 
bent, thousands of eyes raised to heaven, thousands of 
earnest hearts utter Amen ! 

Well, let otirs be the most fervent. Let us pray for 
a world-wide revival! Let the Jew, the Eoman 
Catholic, the heathen, the drunkard, the mere professor, 
have all a share. But oh, in the great engagement, 
let us not forget individuals. Let there be special 
prayer for our Jiome circles — the children that are 
around us, the brothers and sisters, the fathers and 
mothers, the neighbour who lives next door, the one 
who occupies the seat next to us by the hearth or at 
the table, all whom we know and love, who are " aliens 
from the commonwealth of Israel." And let us pray 
for ourselves, for we greatly need it, that our hearts 
may be right in the sight of God — ^that we may have 
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" faith, hope, and charity " — that we may be strong to 
labour for him who " gave himself for us " — ^that we 
may never bring disgrace upon the religion we love. 
Oh ! whatever lies before us during the universal prayer- 
meeting, let IAS pray ^ and "God shall bless us, and all 
the ends 'of the earth shall fear him." 



M\m is IWttS? 

" Oh, that I knew where I might find him !" 
So sighs the longing heart, weary of the glitter and 
vanity of earth, weary of deceit and disappointment, 
weary of suffering and trial, yearning to rush away 
from it all, and get comforted and blessed by holding 
sweet and close communings with the Saviour. Yet 
often the spirit, so clogged with the heavy weights of 
sin and doubt, cannot rise to the throne, searches in 
vain amid the darkness, feeling after him, stretching 
out empty arms, but sometimes failing to enclasp him ! 
Where is Jesus ? Very often he may be found in 
the place of secret retirement. It is well to break for 
a while the links binding us to time, its engagements 
its duties, its loves and sorrows, and, closing the door 
seek for him at the try sting-place. Ah ! Jesus loves 
to come there and manifest himself — calling off the 
glad spirit from its care, and speaking holy words ot 
peace and comfort. If he delay at first to give the 
assurance of his presence, yet iiis heart of overflowing 
tenderness will not long resist the appeal of the lov^ 
seeking one. And when he comes, bow bright is the 
place of his feet, how radiant the room, how gladsoml 
the earth, with its smiles, and music, and iiuiuihiM' 
Sad heart, longing for thy Saviour, seek him ot i^kl 
secret mercy-seat. *** ^^^ 

Where i» Jesus ? In the umotuary. Who li« 
met him there ? When the great eongregationri^ 
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and unites in the songs of Zion, does not he come to 
listen ? When his own beautiful messages are delivered 
by the lips of his earnest Apostles, is not he there, 
blessing the hearing ear, satisfying the hungry soul ? 
Oh, glorious beyond expression is our tabernacle, 
gladdened by his presence ! The accumulated load of 
sin and care may be rolled off there at the foot of the 
cross, and the freed Christian go on his way rejoicing*. 

Where is Jesus ? At i\iQ prayer-meeting. Sad that 
we do not oftener meet him there. Has he not 
promised to be with, and bless, twos and threes 
gathered together in his name ? And he will not fail — 
would that we were equally faithful ! Very precious 
are his visits there ! How the dews of his love fall 
upon the heart, parched by the world's hot fever! 
Praying and waiting ! Blessed posture ! Brethren 
and sisters breathing the same desires — all hearts 
rising in company to the Friend that sticketh closer 
than a brother ! Oh, the Saviour is certainly there ! 

Where is Jesus ? Among his workers. In tlie 
lowly cottage, where gentle lips read to the stricken 
inmates sweet tales of his deathless love. In the 
Sabbath-school, where little heads first bow in prayer, 
and bright eyes turn to the children's Friend, and tiny 
feet start in the narrow way " which leadeth unto life." 
In the ragged school, where young hearts, old in sin 
and sorrow, are told of a Burden-bearer, of a home 
where " they shall himger no more, neither thirst any 
more." In the earth's solitary places, far from our 
happy island home, where the missionary proclaims 
glad tidings. Lo, he is always among his workers ! 

Where is J esus ? 

" Where'er we seeJc him, he is found, 
And every spot is hallowed ground." 

Yes, He is where the heart goes out toward him, with 
" Whom have I in heaven but thee ? and there is none 
upon earth I desire beside thee." Jesus may come to 
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the waiting heart, and bless it, alike amid the city's 
din and the lonely dell, on the market-place and by 
the grand old ocean, if only we are ready to receive 
the Heavenly Gnest. 

Where is Jesus? By the Christian's death-bed. 
Yes, when the spirit which has trusted in him stands 
ready to fly into the great unseen, he will not forsake 
it. In the valley, as on the mountain top, he will be 
there. And his smile will chase the damps, and mists, 
and fears from the slippery path, and his strong arm 
enclasp and protect the trembler. 

Oh, what an unutterable friend is Jesus ! Is he 
not worth seeking ? May he be our portion now, and 
for ever. 

O Saviour, be with us ! The way is long. 
And hidden snares and dangers round it throng 
The passing day with grief and tears is rife— 
O Jesus, be ^ith us amid our life ! 

O Saviour, be with us when falls the night 
AQ heavily upon our failing sight ! 
When weak and helpless at death's brink we lie — 
O Jesus, be with us when we shall die. 



What a noise there is in the world! Everybody 
helps to make it. Very little quiet to be had any- 
where, search how you may. These days of steam, 
and hurry, and bustle, and " drive," seldom see things 
done quietly. And perhaps there is as much noise 
made about doing good as anything. 

What a hue-and-cry Mr. Rupee's donations make in 
the world ! And Miss Active's visits to the poor and 
sick — ^liow they are proclaimed with the sound of a 
mighty trumpet ! Well, doubtless these people deserve 
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all the praise they get — they are each doing good in a 
magnificent way. 

But there is a quiet way as well, and we think that 
he who searcheth the heart looks down upon many a 
quiet worker with as great approval as on Mr. Rupee 
and Miss Active. 

Yonder is a lad}'^ — a lady ? Yes, although her 
sovereigns might easily he counted, and her dress is 
none too new or splendid, she is a lady. Oh, if you 
could follow her secret, sacred mission-visits, and see 
how tender her face is, and hear how soft and sweet her 
voice, you would long to be like' her. There is only 
one who knows. He will not disregard her efforts, 
though so quietly done. 

And there is a gentleman. You never see his name 
in the newspaper. He never gives large sums, nor 
mighty deeds. He is one of the quiet workers. But 
he keeps on. Little by little, and very quietly, he 
labours. You may never hear much about him in this 
world — but in the next, some young men will record 
how they died trusting in the merits of a Redeemer of 
whom he had taught them — some aged men will bear 
testimony that his life was the example they followed — 
some poor woman (not poor then) will tell how, when 
ready to die, he was the good Samaritan, pouring in oil 
and wine to the wounded spirit. All honour to quiet 
workers ! 



Perhaps it is a good thing for us that we can often 
take a peep there. The acts in the drama of every-day 
life, of which we are spectators, are as much as possible 
prepared for us — the secret spring, and the rugged 
scaffolding are out of sight. It is convenient to have 
a back-door by which company is never admitted. 

Mrs. Green visits Mrs. Brown. The visible features 
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of the scene are, the polite welcome, the ready smile, 
the cordial sentence — the invisible, the impatient 
thought, the scornful contempt. 

Two young men were striving for a prize. They 
were too much on a level, not to be jealous of each 
other; still they were courteous, and each often expressed 
the wish that the other might be successful. Slightly 
differing from this wish, though, was the triumph that 
watched for and attended each failure. At the close 
of the competition, he who had been unsuccessful, con- 
gratulated his friend in gentlemanly language — words 
which glozed over the bitter envy of the heart. 

Itisapainful thought — but alas! too true — that many, 
who in society appear all that is amiable and Christian- 
like, in the sanctuary of home and privacy are altogether 
opposite characters. A parent, perhaps, who is believed 
to be gentle and tender, ever solicitous for the welfare 
of the young, thought and spoken of as an example of 
Christian forbearance, may not be ashamed of the un- 
governable temper, the hasty word, the vindictive look, 
while only his own family are present. And the child, 
who loves to be attentive and devoted when strangers 
are looking on with approving eyes, may not be careful 
to control the dark frown, the indolent spirit, the 
passionate retort, where it ought never to exist — 
beneath the roof that has sheltered bis strengthless 
childhood. 

" Behind the scenes J* A peep perhaps might do good 
in some directions, where the bewitching music, the 
white-robed priest, and the "trimmings" of the lofty 
building hide the absurdities of pretending to worship 
in an unknown language — the degradation of confession 
— the sad picture of the blind leading the blind. 

Well ! but it would be a pleasant world, if we were 
always as willing for people to see behind as before the 
scenes ! 
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€xims. 

"1 have just been looking over a newspaper, one of the most 
painful and solemn duties in the world, if it bereadthoug^fully! 
So much of sin, and so much of suffering in the world, as are 
there displayed, and no one seems able to remedy either. And 
then the thought of my own private life, so fiill of comfortfl, is 
very startling, when I contrast it with the lot of millions whose 
portion is so full of distress or of trouble." 

Zife cf JDr, Arnold, 

What an old friend is the newspaper ! How many 
homes it cheers, how many half-hours it enlivens, how 
many fits of dulness it removes ! And how nice it is, 
sitting under the shade of the old oak tree, or in the 
quiet of our own room, or amid the merry fireside 
circle, — ^to he ahle to see and understand, and sym- 
pathize with the movements and actions of the mighty 
world around, — 

" To see the stir 
Of the great Babel, and not feel the crowd." 

And if the newspaper be conducted in a religious spirit, 
how many lessons can we learn from it — how may we 
be taught to avoid the evil, and love the good ! There 
is one part of it, which, however painM, we do well 
to read — that relating to " crimes and disasters." 
What a long list there is of them every week, the 
former often exceeding the latter in number ! 

Here is a sad case, a boy charged with stealing six 
silver spoons. He is to be punished first, and then 
sent to a Keformatory-school. Poor child! Will he 
ever be able to wash that stain from his yoimg brow r 
Will they soften his heart there by sweet tales of His 
love, who would say, " Go and sin no more f" How sad 
to get the brand so early upon him! Had he no mother 
to teach him by her words and prayers, no sister to 
warn, no teacher to guide ? 
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Here is a young man, who confesses to having set 
fire to a house, and two stacks, " purely from wanton- 
ness." Truly, different people pursue different plans 
to obtain pleasure ! Pity some one didn't buy him a 
rattle and peg-top to divert his mind from other play- 
things. 

Alas ! this is the saddest of all ! A man condemned 

to death for the murder of his wife ! He had been 

" drinking," the papers say. Oh, intemperance! How 

long shall the bleeding earth groan beneath thy 

bondage ? Surely nothing but that could have made 

the man forget how, yeaa-s ago, he stood beside a young 

trembling creature and promised to "love and cherish" 

lier always. How he had folded her in his arms, 

telling her that there should be her home — and how 

happy they were through those few short weeks 1 And 

now, a step at a time, they had come to this, and, in a 

moment of frenzy, his hand had deprived her of life! 

Oh ! how his thoughts, day and night, must be haunted 

by that lifeless body, that glazed eye, that pale, pale 

face. And now he has been tried before a tribunal of 

men of " like passions " with himself, but whose evil 

propensities have been checked by God's grace, and 

watchful friends, and carefiil training — and he is 

sentenced to die. It can scarcely be worse than the 

torture of his present sufferings— but hereafter ! Oh, 

will they tell him that Jems prayed even for his 

murderers ? When the soul starts back appalled at 

eternity — will there be no voice whispering of mercy, 

or must he indeed pass away with the thunderbolt 

" No mttrderer hath eternal life " hurled at him I 

JDear reader, let us bless God that he hag " been our 
dweUing'-place in all generational" We should be 
exposcsd to the same temptations, but that tbat ^al\ of 
mig-hty love is aroimd us. Are we not very sinful 
even witli aU our privileges? Then surely we have a 
tear and a prayer for our fallen brothers and sisters 
Let it never be from owr lips that harsh words of con- 
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demnation fall — seeing that our only safeguard is in 
God — our suitable language, " Hold thou me up, and I 
shall he safeP 



disasters. 

Disaster ! How often our eyes rest upon that word, 
without bringing to our minds the real meaning! 
There are spaces in every newspaper devoted to it, and 
we read, with no particular emotion, save perchance 
a slight and passing one of pity. 

There has been a "railway accident," and a list of 
killed and wounded is before us, but no name is fami- 
liar to us, and so we pass it by. Yet stay, and think 
a moment ! What intense darkness has fallen upon 
some homes through that calamity of which we read so 
carelessly ! In one of those carriages was a youth w^ho 
strove to keep his face vacant and still. Yet even a 
casual observer might see the eagerness with which he 
looked at the stations, and at his watch, counting the 
minutes that seemed to pass so laggingly. Then a 
smile half parted his lips. Ah ! he was thinking of 
that home circle waiting for him. He pictured them 
all, looking up at the old clock, then out of the window, 
then at the well-spread table — " aU ready for Willie." 
He knew that his little sisters were as restless as he, 
and that bis mother, albeit she might gently reprove 
them, was longing to welcome " her boy." Half an 

hour longer and Suddenly, in the midst of hif? 

thoughts, there is a shock ! Carriages have been 
dashed to pieces, passengers have been thrown from 
their seats — all is confusion. Some are only frightened, 
some are bruised, some have broken limbs, some are 
dead I The sad news is telegraphed, and soon spreads 
through the town. Oh, what sinking hearts are there ! 
All who expected friends or relatives by that train rush 
to the spot, dreadmg to hear the worst. Words of 
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deep thankfulness burst from many lips, words of 
despair from others. Among the latter are Willie's 
friends ! They scarcely recognize his mangled, lifeless 
body ! How many will pray for the bereaved ones, 
when the accoimt in the newspaper reaches them ? 

One morning, a strong healthy young builder was 
passing through the doorway of his home. " Charles," 
said a sweet voice within ; and he turned smilingly to 
his wife. There was a slight blush on her cheeks, as 
she asked for " another good-bye." But he appeared 
quite as willing to give as she to receive. " Take care 
of yourself," she said, softly ; " I often fear some harm 
may befal you.'* He seemed to fear nothing as he 
joined his fellow- workmen. Firm steps and nimble 
hands are labouring there. But, hark ! a shrill voice 
shouts, " The scaffold is giving way !" Too late ! A 
crash, a stifled groan, and all is silent. They drag him 
forth, and with tears on their dusky faces bear him to 
his young wife. Oh ! the agony of her heart as she 
bends over him ! But he does not know her ; he never 
will, until they meet again in the morning of the resur- 
rection. God have mercy upon the widow ! 

A solemn evening song rises within yon comfortable 
room — then the subdued voice of prayer, and they part 
for the night, the young people to dream of a happy 
to-morrow, their elders to forget all present cares in 
slumber. A few quiet hours pass, and then a cry of 
Fire ! is heard. The father springs from the bed. O 
horror ! it is his own house ! A few minutes of frantic 
terror, and superhuman effort, and they are in th^* 
street. The greedy flames wrap round the well-key^ 
furniture — ^the books, the pictures, that were th^^ 
owner's pride. He turns from the scene — "Tlian^ 
God we are safe I" But the motVier \n\m^ a 
treasure. Alice ! where is she I YorifotiAm in the »a4 
confusion I Noble men, ready to rii>k tYieir livefi, ni>ii 
in — but all is in vain, A little blackene^l \HMly ]« a j 
that ever will be found. God took tlie little one, but 
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no mother's voice soothed its terror ; no loving hinnan 
hand gave the tender lamb into the Shepherd's arms ! 

Oh ! when we read of these things, let us never for- 
get to pray for the bleeding hearts that are left ! If 
our fireside circle is imbroken, if our precious ones go 
out, and return — we know whose arm has guarded, 
whose love has spared ! And while we bless Hitti — 
may he teach us to " weep with those who weep." 

"Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north wind's breath ; 

And stars to set— but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, Oh Death !" 



^Miu I 



What a motley assemblage of advertisements we find 
in a newspaper ! Food, and clothing, and medicine, 
and advice, and books, and furniture, and houses, and 
money, and indeed almost everything we can want, all 
recommended very strongly by the advertiser, who 
politely intimates that it will be a very wise thing to 
purchase of him, than whom — he is very sure — ^no 
one can serve us better. 

Then, as we pass through the street — ^what a vast 
amount of information we can gain from the windows ! 
What startling letters announce to us the important 
fact that the articles therein exposed are " Cheap," 
« Vebt Cheap," " Good," " New," " Elegajtt," 
" Stbong," " A Babgain," and " Vebt Dtjbablb." 

It is so common to advertise now-a-days that it 
seems as if very little can be done without it. There- 
fore had not we better begin ? 

It may be that we have treasures which are cheap, 
and good and strong — but who knows it ? Have we 
advertised ? Perhaps a Divine hand has led us into 
" ways of pleasantness," and we might therefore direct 



175 

otliers thither. Perhaps we have sat at Jesus' feet, and 
have therefore at our disposal (or should have) charity, 
long-suffering, courtesy, gentleness. But are these 
things ticketed upon us ? Can passers-by see them ? 
Are we really — not in our own estimation, hut in our 
conduct — ^better than others ? 

Advertise ? Give 'public notice to eternal realities ! 
Let it be seen, and heard, and felt wherever you go — 
that " Life is real, life is earnest " — ^that eternity is 
more real still, and that now is the only time to provide 
for it. 

Advertise the love of God — that he wiUeth not the 
death of a sinner — that there is room in heaven for all 
who have " fled for refuge." 

Advertise salvation by Christ Jesus ! Inform 
strangers of his love and mercy. Let none be ignorant 
of the Crucified. Advise all whom you know to try it 
for themselves. " Cheap " indeed it is — " without money 
and without price." " Good,^^ for it is God's precious 
gift. " Durable^'' for it will last through eternity. 
Advertise it. Christian ! 



t 

What hundreds of eager, anxious eyes scan the 
advertising columns of the newspapers! And how 
many turn away heart-sick and disappointed at seeing 
that even among so many wants, they are are not 
" wanted.'' It wDl not be so in our column, dear reader, 
for whatever maybe your acquirements and requirements 
— ^you will find both occupation and satisfaction in the 
Lord's employ. 

"Wa"NTED I little children, to cry Hosanna in the 
temple. Bright eyes, to " see the King in his beauty." 
Light feet, to " run the way of God's commandments." 
Happy hearts, to be dedicated to the Friend of little 
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cliildren ; they will be instracted in the highest branches 
of knowledge, trained to be " shining lights *' here, and 
^^ jewels " hereafter. 

Waij^ted! strong, active, young men, of earnest, 
aspiring spirits, for the service which is "perfect 
freedom." Constant employment guaranteed. Oppor- 
tunities will be afforded for self-culture and advance- 
ment, and those who are diligent in their calling will 
become successful and distinguished. The talented 
will find it a congenial employ, worthy the deepest 
attention of the highest intellect, and the simple may 
labour in hope, for they " cannot err therein." 

Wanted ! young ladies, of loving devoted natures — 
to make home radiant with Gospel light — to allure 
warm-hearted companions into "pleasant paths" — ^to 
benefit the Sunday-school — to carry sunshine and joy 
into darkened dwellings — ^to live lives of love, and at 
last to have wreathed upon their thoughtful brows , 

" crowns of life which fade not away." I 

Wah^ted 1 men of enterprise and business habits, 
with a ready address, and quick eye, to be " wise to win 
souls " for their Master. Wages — " Treasures in 
heaven, where neither moth nor rust doth corrupt, and I 

where thieves do not break through nor steal." 

Wanted ! fathers and mothers of thought and ex- 
perience to remove stumbling-blocks out of the way 
to sympathize with the sorrowful, to direct inquirers, 
and to watch over the weak and wavering. To be 
Christ's ambassadors, and to pray others in Christ's 
stead, " Be ye reconciled to God." 

Wanted ! invalids, sick ones whom Jesus loves, with, 
failing strength and aching head,to show to the world 
what joy there is in suffering for Him. To be 
examples of faith and patience, by clinging trustingly 
and immurmuringly, to the hand that smites. And 
in this, the most difficult of all ways, to " Glorify their 
Father which is in heaven." 
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Wanted! Aged and infirm persons, of tottering 
limbs, and dim sight, and buried joys, as candidates 
for "the rest that remaineth for the people of God." 

Dear reader, will not one of these suit you ? They 
are all wa/nted immediately — ^will you not at once apply ? 

" Hark ! for the Master calls:— 

Child, I have need of thee ! 
Man, in thy pride of strength ! 

Youth, in thy beautious glee ! 
Aged and young, and rich and poor ! 

Trifles and toys no more pursue ; 
The world is wide, and the time is short. 

There is work for all to do !" 



Missing, in the Lord's service — whole-heartedness. 
Among his followers there are too many striving to 
perform the impossible feat of serving two masters. 
They are apt to steal some of his time to devote 
to the world, or to spend in the acqaisition of some 
fancied good for themselves. While apparently pursu- 
ing their Divine calling, and fulfilling the mission 
God has entrusted to them, their hearts are wandering 
afber other things — their thoughts picturing other 
pleasures. 

Missing — energy. Bapid feet, skilful hands, eager 
eyes, are striving amid the things of this world ; yet in 
God's workers there is sometimes languor, and weari- 
ness, and indolence. Even the "" pleanant path " seenui 
rough and thorny, even the " service of freedom '* hard 
and binding. Oh, formore love to quicken the followers 
of the Saviour, who loved them so gorpaminglj ! 

WaiKa^—faiih! Who woriw and prays in the full 
exercise of it? I>onlrtful, half-hearted trust is not 
£Euth ; and oh, when »hall full and entire confidmce — 
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cliild-like taking God at his word — be found ? How 
can mountains of sin and sorrow be removed, while 
our faith is not so large as the grain of mustard-seed ? 
" O we of little faith, wherefore do we doubt ?" 

Missing — all prater ! Wherever music vaunts its 
ravishing delights, or the talented lecturer speaks, or 
the beauties of art are to be seen, what crowds of 
expectant people throng ! Well would it be were the 
halls of prayer tJiui attended. When an interesting 
book is open before us, or a fascinating friend awaits 
us, has the silent, secret mercj-seat an equal at- 
traction ? 

Missing — charity, Alas, we have too much of 
bickerings, and evil speakings, and malice ; but of that 
blessed love^ which would make even this earth almost 
like heaven, there is too often a dearth. Oh, when 
shall we learn to esteem others better than ourselves, 
and to think no ill of our neighbours ? 

Not entirely missing from our midst are these 
excellent characteristics; yet, who does not feel the 
need of them in a far greater proportion ? May we 
afresh seek them from the Source of all good ! 



What a dreary word ! How dismally it echoes in the 
heart, empty of the treasures that it had wrapped so 
closely round 1 It is seldom spoken but to record the 
snapping of some tendril, the fading of some hope, 
the bhghting of some joy, or the memory of some 
fault. 

Lost time. What becomes of our days, of our 
hours, of our minutes ? Some are devoted to labour — 
but the others, what have we to show for them ? 
What, kind of an eternal harvest wiU spring from these 
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seeds of time ? Alas ! that so many of God's greatest 
gifbs are lost. 

Lost opportunities. That was one, when we were 
travelling in a railway-carriage, and some persons near 
us were speaking of the beauties of Nature, and we did 
not point them to its God. That was one, when we 
heard of the affliction of our neighbour, and neglected 
to pay the friendly visit, or speak the sympathizing 
word. That was another, when we were surrounded 
by a group of happy little ones, and told them not of 
the children's iViend. Oh! we have each a dread 
array of lost opportunities, and every day swells the 
number. 

Lost talents. Health, and strength, and ability, 
are too often lost. Carelessness, indifference, neglect, 
and idleness toward these priceless treasures are often 
followed by their departure. 

Lost friends. Who can read the second column of 
the Times without emotion ? How eloquently those 
advertisements speak of bleeding hearts ! " Lost, a 
youth," with a reward for any one who will find him. 
Then an earnest appeal to " Willie " or " Harry " to 
" come back, and aU will be forgiven." Anything but 
the terrible loss of a member of the dear home-circle. 
And yet they often are lost ! What hearth but has its 
vacant seat— what family Bible but has its sad record ? 
And where are our .friends of a few years' ago ? Too 
many are lost to us ! We often sigh for the old com- 
panionship, the sweet sympathy that was once ours, 
but circumstances and changes have broken the golden 
chain that boimd us. Many of them, too, are among 
the quiet sleepers in " God's acre." Pale lips, closed 
eyes, cold hands, silent hearts ! Oh, happpy those who 
can feel that their loved ones are " not lost, but gone 
before !" 

Lost, lost, Lost ! 

"Alas for love, if this were all, 
And nought beyond— oh, earth !" 
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Stolen ! There are many tliieves about. Not 
merely those against whom omnibus proprietors warn 
us, nor those who are on the way to prison. But we, 
careful of our treasures as we may imagine ourselves, 
are very often grievously robbed. 

Stolen — good temper. Do we not remember the 
time ? Jokes were passing about, and smiles and po- 
liteness plentiful enough, but some random shots struck 
us, and being unwary the jewel was taken away, and we 
left miserably poor thereby, as our disappointed hearts 
felt too well. 

Stolen — ^patience ! We thought we had a large 
amount of it too, which we generally carried about 
with us. But there was just one unguarded spot, not 
very exposed — but an enemy found it and stole it all 
away. 

Stolen — consistency ! We knew the value of that 
possession very well. Usually we endeavoured to keep 
it bright and clean, and protect it whenever we came 
to dangerous places. But once, it seemed so very safe, 
such good people were around us, such trusty friends, 
we thought it could do no harm to relax our care and 
anxiety — and join freely in every pleasure around us. 
So, alas ! when it was all over, and we looked for our 
gem, it was gone, and if it may be replaced, it was yet 
a great loss. 

Stolen — ^time ! There came a thief dressed gorge- 
ously in splendid colours, who surrounded us with 
luxurious ease, and made everything so pleasant we foi^ot 
to beware of idleness. And we appeared to have so 
large a portion of this treasure, that a loss of a little 
did not affect us much. Ah ! but it can never be re- 
gained — and we should leam to hate anything that 
robs us of so valuable a possession. 

Beware of Robbers ! 
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strayed — a family of pleasure-seekers from the 
narrow way. They were last seen gaily tripping over 
the pleasant sod, with faces wreathed in smiles, and 
limbs gracefully bending before the passing breezes of 
flattery. It is supposed they were decoyed away by 
the charmer's voice, into paths of destruction, or 
allured by the sight of pleasant fruits, which were, 
after all, only apples of Sodom. 

Strayed — a young man from the ranks of King 
Jesus. He was formerly dressed in the Christian 
uniform, and wore its colours proudly, but has lately 
volunteered into another service, and enlisted among 
the enemies' ranks, to whose rules he conforms, and in 
whose cause he fights. 

Strayed from the path of usefulness — a young lady. 
It is feared that she has wandered into the bye-ways 
of luxury and self-love, and, rocked in " the cradle of 
ease," has been lulled into a sound and dangerous 
sleep. 

Strayed from the good old ways of Bible truth, into 
the valley oi free-thinking — a clever, intelligent man. 
IVightened by the sneers of companions, and invited 
by what seemed a blaze of light, but was only an 
ignis fatutts. He has fallen into the bogs of unbelief, 
and when will he escape ? 

Strayed from his father's house, an ambitious son, 
who is supposed to have gone off a long dark journey 
following the chink of golden coin which he heard in 
the distance. 

If this should meet the eyes of any of the above, 
they are requested to return immediately to their 
anxious friends, who wish to remind them that it is 
written, "Return unto the Lord and he will have 
mercy upon thee, and to our God for he will abun- 
dantly pardon." 
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Lost, stolen, or strayed, many, very many, from 
the King's highway. Miany a jewel has been lost, 
many a treasure stolen, many a child has strayed. 
Who will search for them ? Who, as he walks along 
the crowded street or lonely glen, will peer eagerly 
after them ? Who, having found, will seek to bring 
back to their rightfdl Owner these treasures ? 

Handsome reward! From his unbounded store of 
riches the Great Master offers to those who shall safely 
bring back the wanderer — ^wealth that "moth nor rust 
can corrupt, nor thieves break through and steal." 

Old and young, rich and poor, learned and illiterate, 
may all compete for the prizes offered. Who will go 
into the highways and hedges and persuade those who 
have strayed to return to the fold of their Father ? 

Pleasure-seekers — seekers of wealth or fame, or any 
other good — leave off a search which must be unsatis- 
factory, and now seek the wanderer. For this labour 
shall never be in vain. Angels will look on admir- 
ingly; the wanderers will repay you with grateful 
love, and the Holiest smile upon you, and say, " Well 
done, good and faithful servant." 

"They that turn many to righteousness (shall shine) 
as the stars for ever and ever." 

" He that converteth a sinner from the error of his 
way shall save a soul from death, and shall hide a 
midtitude of sins." 



ittMh 



Found, in the bogs of neglect, a little child. Some 
humane persons have brought him into the smooth and 
pleasant pasture-lands of the free Grospel, where he 
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will be taken care of and instructed, for " of sncli is 
the kingdom of heaven." 

Found, in the bye-ways of unbelief, a young man. 
He has been brought beneath the light of the cross, 
and sees the straight and narrow way to eternal confi- 
dence and repose. The language of his lips now is, 
" My heart is fixed, O Grod, my heart is fixed." 

Found, in the Slough of Despond, a young woman 
who fancied herself forsaken of Grod and man. She has 
heard the Saviour's message, " Neither do I condemn 
thee, go and sin no more," and has sought and found 
rest at his feet. 

Found, in the sleep of drunkenness, a blasphemer. 
By the grace of God he was rescued from danger, new 
words put into his mouth, and in heaven it is said, 
"Behold, he prayeth." 

Found, in a stranger country, a prodigal son. Weary, 
and poor, and sick he has returned to his father, who 
welcomed him and said, " This my son was dead and is 
alive again, was lost and is found." 

There has been joy in heaven over many a lost one 
found. Have our readers ever contributed to the joy ? 
Have they found, and by the blessing of Grod upon 
their labours, succeeded in restoring any of the lost ? 
Then great is their reward, for he who seeth in secret 
shall reward them openly. 

Are any themselves wandering ? Oh, will they not 
return to their Father's house — ^nor longer weary, 
homeless, friendless, stay from their best Friend ? 



"He was dead and is alive again." "Dead in 
trespasses and sins." No hope, no light, no joy. 
Bound in the iron bands that no human arm could 
bimder. Never looking through the blue skies with 
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thrilling heart — ^never hearing the sweet music of the 
heavenly worid. Still, cold, dead. 

The resurrection and the life breathed upon him. 
The warm hand of Divine love rested upon his silent 
heart. The strong arm of Omnipotence lifted him from 
the dark and narrow grave in which he had been cast. 
" He was dead and is alive again." 

" He was lost and is found." Lost to his Father and 
best Friend. Lost to the fadeless joys of his home. 
Lost to all right feeling and holiness of character. 

In the multitude of his mercies the Good Shepherd 
has found him. Oil is poured into his woimds, glad- 
ness into his heart. He is clothed in a new robe, and 
invited to a new feast. There is rejoicing even in 
heaven, for the angels burst afresh into song. " He 
was lost and is found." 

What will the restored render unto the Restorer ? 
What offering will he bring for such matchless love 
and grace ? Has he his signet, " Holiness to the 
Lord," upon his brow ? Does he remember that he i« 
no longer his own, and seek to glorify his loving 
Owner? 

Oh, if we are restored — ^if, having wandered, we have 
been brought back to the fold of our best Friend — let 
us never forget it. Let our whole lives be thank-offer- 
ings. May we be entirely consecrated to him. 
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